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To MARIA; 

ON THE DEATH OF HEK INFANT 
DAUGHTER, 

SuspENCE is o'er — the sainted spirit flics 

To better worlds in yon cerulean skits. 

Though short, yet mark'4 by pain^ her earthly date. 

The little victim early bow'd to fate ; 

Shrunk from life's tonch, mortality's dread gloom. 

And sought the chill embraces of the tomb. 

Yet now, methinks, upborne on yonder cloud, 
Sprung from death's pomp, the sepulchre, and shroud, 
' The beauteous angel tastes the cup of bliss, 
And from celestial worlds looks down on this* 
Ah lovely babe ! if such thy happy lot* 
If life, and all its sorrows are forgot« 
Why, why should weeping friends lament that here 
Few were thy days, soon fiU'd thy short career ? 
Why should they mourn because 'a beauteous flow'r, 
A tender plant was witl^er'd in an hour ? 
Though pois'nous mildews here its charms decay 'd. 
There, in a kinder soil, it ne'er shall fade ; 
A 



But in that garden ceaseless odours shed, 
Where lingering storms ne'er bruise the lowly head. 
Why then, Maria, still docs tprt'ring woe, 
Uncheck'd,'unsolac'd,ckHidtkyyottthfuI brow? 
Why unrestrain'd? e'en as the rushing flood 
Destrofys the hounds w^ich once its force withstood. 
Sweeps o'er the plain^^estraction in its rear. 
And blasts the labours of the ripen 'd year ; 
Gives «v*ry proinis'd joy to pale deCay, 
And bears, resistless, smiling hope away. 

For thy lov*d Emma, then, no longer mourn ; 
Lo! from her breast is pluck'd the sharpen*d thorn. 
Though late ye viewed her on the bed of death, 
Trac'd the last pulse, deplor'd the fleeting breath, 
Saw struggling nature frpm her seat depart, 
And watch*d the last emotions of the heart, 
Know, she whom then ye view'd a lifeless clod. 
Is a pure ingel now restor'd to God; 
Wafted to him oh smiling cherubs* wings, 
As silver streams fl<>w to their parent springs. 
Meander yfel awhile to charm the view : 
So to her sire the sainted cherub flew. 

Why then lament ? oh think how oft on earth, 
Bliss is deny'd e'en t6 the pray'rs of worth I 
With longer life your Emma might but know 
Encreasing cares, a larger share of woe! 



Perhaps been doom'd (for death on all attends) 
To mourn her parents, weep her tend'rest friends ; 
Sec those she lov'd, soon call'd from earth away j 
She, sorrowing leftj wxchoui one cheering ray 5 
Perhaps, iike you, had seen an infant dear. 
Untimely stretch'd upon the sable bier» 
Or (grief more keen!) perhaps had felt the smart. 
The cank'ring pang of guilt's envenoio'd dart* 
Poignant remoiae had giv'a the day to gricf» 
Night would have come, but come wttfaout reliefs 
Days, months^ and years had then been.pass'd in sighs, 
'Till sad repentance taught her pray'rs to rise, 
'Till keen remorse had bade those tears to stray^ ^'£ 
Celestial mercy only wipes away* 
Wish pallid cheek, from which the rose had fled, 
With joyless eye where hope no lustre shed. 
Her heart with grief, her aoul with anguish tortty 
Her bended knees by rapplLcation womi 
Too late the kara'd that fix'd decree of fate. 
The road to peace is through death's gloomy gate* 
Ah then rejoice that beauteous Emma's flown 
Whilst spotless purity was yet her own ; 
Whilst nor remorse, nor guilt had caus'd a sigh, 
Nor sad repentance dimm'd her lustrous eye ; 
'£re she had known, the greedy, gaping tomb 
Might her fond parents, tend'rest friends inhume ; 
A a ' 



Before the thought had reached her infant mind. 

That pow'r oppressive, envy, still^ unkind, 

That hatred, malice, or affliction's dart 

Can strike with vengeful force the tender heart. 

Can hurl fair peace from off her placid throne. 

And leave the breast a ptty to grief alone! 

Ah tkank(\il learn that far from aught like thete^ 

The happy cherub endless glory sees) 

For in that land where sorrow never trod, 

She dwells with peace, with angels, and with God. 

Oh then do you, with holy faith prepare. 
To meet in heav'n a spirit free from care. 
Know, that on earth your boasted cup of joy 
At best is mix'd, her's is without alloy. 

An endless source^ of happiness and peace, 
Bliss still UBchang'd^ and^^pleasures which encrease, 
Life, which like purest currents tranquil flows, 
Days spent in joy, in calm, in sweet repose, 
Progressive years which new'-bom raptures see. 
Know, these in heav'n, await the^goodand thee! • 



TO 

From out the deep, where stands her chrystal cave, 
Britannia rose, and skimm'd the silent wave ; 
A smile of joy sat on her grief-worn brow, 
And lost was ev'ry trace of latc&l woe. 

Soon on the beach she t»ke» lier dtstia^d stand. 
And views, with eager eye, her chosen land ; 
Then calls her soi>--*^Qd bids tHim ^ick prepare 
To guard his country's ri^t* with cevdeas ejire. 



"— — " she cry'd, '^defend her inj^ured fa^e, 
«« And shew thou'rt worthy of thy honoured name ; 
'< Bid lottd oppression, and injustice cease, 
^^ And call froa distant realoM affrighted peace. 

*< Lo ! how my people stain the hostik field, 
'< My darling people ! seldom taught to yield. 
*<Lo! bloody carnage stalks the plains elate, 
<< And views, with joyous eye, the wock cS fate* 

<< But thou, my son, thy oountr^r's guardian friend, 
*^ Shalt bid grim war, and all its horrors end i 
As 



^< Shalt close once more the long devouring grave, 
^' And stretch thine arm with eager joy to save. 

'' Go, then, triumphant in the patriot cause, 
''And taste that best reward, thy heart's applause; 
*' Virtue thy brows shall crown with endless bays, 
'' And peace^ once more, here shed her orient rays. '' 



THE COMPLAINT, 

Despairing, sad, forlorn I rotm,^ 
A petceibi spor to find, 

Unwilling dragged from my fond home, 
I bear a widow 'd mln<k 

Unfeelmg christian \ hate me not, 
'Tw^s sorrow taught complaint. 

Sorrow, which soon will be forgot, 
I dVoop, alas ! I faint. 

For thee I .toiled- o'er barren sands, 
. ' And williog dug for gold, 
For thee I stretch'd my ready hand ;. 
Is i^ for this I'm sold? ' 

Since there's a God iaheav'n above, 
(And thou hast taught me so) 



That God must sure delight in love, 
And what thou dost must know* 

Has he not bid thee chear the heait 

By deep affliciion bow'd, 
And sweetly -soothing hope impart, 

To chase pale sorrow's cloud ? 

Has he not bid thee spread thy store 

To poverty and pain ? 
To houseless wretches ope thy door, 

Nor let them plead in vain ? 

Although my skin is not like thine. 

My feelings are the same; 
Thy powers, thy hopes, thy God is mine, 

Ah ! what is then a name ? 

A savage I,— a christiah thou. 

So dost thoto wisely term ; 
Oh shew thyself a christian now, 

And shield a wretch from harm ! 

In vaiii I ask — no soothing sound 

Will bid poor Yanko rest, 
No friendly hahd'is strctch'd around 

To warm his frozen breast; 



Go! cheerful day; no more I ask 

Thy renovating light, 
For grief has finishM Yanko's task. 

He files to gloomy night. 

Come sahle clouds and hide hb head 

Beneath some friendly sod, 
Come Hope, to cheer his lowly bed, 

And lift his heart to God. 

For in yon skies, where joys ne'er fade, 
Where Afric^s sons are blest. 

Sweet peace, beneath some tarn'riad. shade;. 
Shall luU the aovl la rest. 



HOPE; 

A2>DR£SS£i>. TO MKS* C007£lt» 

Hail smiling vision! hail sustaining hope } 
Thou magic portress of each wishM-for joy ! 
What vivid hoes beneath thy touch ariK, 
What bliss at thy com^nand the bosom greets; 
When thy light pinions soar to higher spheres^ 
And thine eye dart beyond cemleaa hounds. 
What joys, usmiji'd, delight cbe mental view. 



What raptures-ceaseless, and what peace reiin'd ! 

E'en though pale gricf^ perched like some direful fiend, 

In the dee{> chambers of the sighin^g heart, 

Draws her dark curtains, ev'ry joy to hide^ 

Yet even there thy sweet propitious «mile, 

Like the kind beam which bieaks through winter clodl^ 

Sheds a mild lustre, and dispels the gkx>m« 

In thy bright. mirror, who but looks, is blest! 
The eager merchant there beholds the wealth, 
He deems the recompence q£ toiling years. 
There, tranquil shores, where rocks neer lurk uns^n, 
Still greet the w»nd'riag sailor'ft safe ^t«ra. . 
The toiitng slave there sees a ^ace. of zest, ) 

And views the land where he shall yet be free. 
He there beholds the happy sweet abode. 
Where proud oppression nevior lifts her rod. . 
Where the rich tam'-rind gives her pleftteous storey • 
And the sweet cocoa fills the nectar'd bowl; 
Where ev'ry morning dawns to deeds of fame. 
And ev'ry night is crown 'd with sweet repose. 
Where the fond tttaid, long to his bosom dear, 
Shall meet bis love with soft, with sweet return- 
She, who so lately from her kindred torn. 
To 'scape from cruelty and harden'd pow'r,. 
Plun^'d in the wave^ and found a wat'ry grave. 
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Not e'en the fearful din of hostile arms, 
The hollow drom, the cannon's tbuadVtng roar, 
Nor the loud call which from die clarion flies, 
When '<amii, to arms,'' is echoed through the field, 
Can bid thee e'er refuse ihjr wonted aid, 
Or chase thee, fcarfiil. from the tbreat'iungscene« 
Lo! yonder soldier ualking raitks of death, 
Whilst gfoaas of agony assail bis ears, ' 
And sighs of anguish pto. with er'iy wind^ 
Yet, yet he deems thiit he shall 'scape 'the stonn» 
Nor leel the arrow's fate is darting Tonind. 
Soft in his car thoa taUt'tt of battles won, . 
Of laurel wieaths whicki wait bis bonour'd brow. 
The name of ocmqu'tor, thou ptochunst is his: 
Quick beats his bosom to the call of fame. 
And yict'ry hails him in the cannon's roar } 
The trophy'd car he fancies bgNv be mounts, 
And prostrate miUioBS sue for life to him* 

Nor can the monniful prison's darken'd ^11, 
Exclude Af bright, delusive, cheering ray ! 
Thy^lver ladtance giUi the midAigkl couich, 
When akkntss pines' unpity'd imd «ns^B«. 
Thou op'st captivity's long^bolled doors. 
And shew'st those joys which banish.eY'ry ctre: 
Giv'st to the hulband's arms the tender wife, 
To the fond parent shew'st the smiling boy ; 
Tcll'st them of pleasures which shall yet be their 's, 
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Of joys reserv'd in store for them alone; 
When crettttws unkind, no ihore oppressi 
And want and pain no Longer shall assail. 

How oft when fceeaest pangs mj soul have press'd^ 
When pale adversity has dinnn'd my eye, 
And sorrow flow*d in channels down my cheek, 
Hast thou, sweet hope» some fiiture pleasure shew'd. 
Some view, balsamic, ev'ry wound to heal. 
Yes, though depeadance .ii^ith her downcast look. 
With her deep-liak'd« her'ison chain appear'd. 
And on my fate the grating fettera threw. 
Yet ev'ry thought, indignant, spum'd her pow'r, 
Rose from oppression. e'en with double force, 
Still clung to thee, and firmly dar'd he free. 
E'en when frail fortune, when ungen'rous friends, 
Who, as contagious, shun the house of woe, 
And deem th' afflicted, and the guilty ene^ 
Fled from my sight, and ah ! returned no more ;> 
Yet thou, sweet antidote 1 wast ever near. 
Like the fond ivy which the oak entwines, 
Which time ne'er severs, which more firmly clings 
In the loud howliug of the wintry blast ; 
So to my bosom y/di&t thou d^ujily dear. 
When chill adversity it» venom pour'd* 

The form thou chom^^ fond gratitude reveres, 
And humbly offers this poor meed, of thanks. 
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Oh Cooper ! born to soothe, to charm, to bless ! 
How many hearts vill join my fervent pray'r, 
And beg kindheav'n to shed its smiles on thee! 
May such pure joys as thou-hast oft dispens'd, 
To thee return, an unextinguished source ! 
Oh may thy life in sweet conteni be pass'd. 
Thy tranquil hours glide in unclouded bliss. 
And ah ! when fat€ to other worlds shall call. 
When life's pure current shall begin to ebb. 
And death, with icy hand, unbars the tomb. 
Short be thy passage to the realms of bliss. 
And soft the stream which wafts thy soul to heav'n! 
May kindred spirits hail thy glad return, 
And angels ope the gates of peace to thee I 



ON LEAVING 



Adieu regretted scene of pleasures past! 
Your dear remembrance, long as life, shall la^t* 
In ev'ry dhange of fate, shall pharm anew, 
And often soothe fond memory's pensive view : 
Oft, with reflected lustre, shed thy ray, 
And throw soft sunbeams on a cloudy day ; 
Chase from the heart each sad impulsive' fear, 
And bid glad smiles dispel the truant tear; 
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Lull the worn Kml to sw«et delusive rest, 

And heal the anguish which corrodes the breast. 

Adieu lov*d spot! where time each form endears; 
Sweet stene of many past, and happy years; 
When 0p'mng life it's fasry charms displayed, 
And some lov'd pleasure ev'ry sdene portra^'d; 
When innocence with placid charms appeared, 
Each joy enhanc'd, and ev'ry prospect cheer'd, 
Twin'd round youth's festive brow the wreath of pea^. 
And bade fair virtue tv'ry charm encrease* 
There first the vital air this bosom drew, 
There first each much-Iov'd object met my view; 
There dawning reason gave her genial light, 
And swept the mtsts which dimm'd the mental sight. 
There each fond feeling which the breast can warm» 
Affection's pleasure, and sweet friendship's charm. 
With softest speed bade tranqtfil moment's flow. 
Alike unmark'd by pain, remorse, or woq« 
Then youthftfl fancy aoar'd on eagle wing. 
And hope, triumphant in life's early tpring, 
Deck'd ev'ry fvospect with the fairest flow'rs, 
Shew'd rapt'rous days, and joy-«acreasiRg hours ; 
Revolving years in brightest form array 'd. 
Whose glowing tints no cloud could ever shade. 
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Then no suspicion chili'd the jo)'oas eye, 
• No dreaded ills impeli'd the heartfelt sigh, 
But thro' the vista of revolving days, 
One sun, unchanging, shot his brightest rays. 

Oh happy years 1 when thoughtless youth could trace 
A smiling friend in ev'ry smiling face. 
When selfish wishes never gave alloy, 
But bliss imparted was the purest joy. 

How oft when winter chili'd the shortened day, 
And feeble §ol scarce lent a parting ray, 
When leafless trees lost verdure seem'd to mourn. 
And not a blossom deck'd the drooping thorn. 
When feathered choristers forgot to sing, 
And mournful hung each lately-sparing wing, 
Would fcolic joy, and laughter-loving mirth» 
With jocund glee sit round the social hearth. 
Oft would some little orator relate, 
(Whilst mute attention on each visage sate,) 
The tale well-ffign'd, the woes of suffering worth, 
The numerous ills to men ordain'd on earth. 
Then the quick tear for fancy *d cares would AHw^ 
The bosom beat with sympathetic woe.* 
Or when the soul to higher strains inspired. 
With boldct lights, with nobler visions fir'd, 
Bade Shakespeare's bard hang on the mimic tongue. 
And in' soft accents charm the. listening throng: 
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How would each Httle gazer start and weep, 
When hloody Macbeth murder 'd fearless sleep, 
When the poor wretch resigned his struggling breath, 
And sunk onpity 'd in the arms of death, 
His poibp, his sceptre flown on swiftest wing, 
He sleeps a corse, to wake no more a king. 
Or when young Arthur in confinement mourn'd, 
His pray'rs unheeded, and his sUff'rings scorn 'd. 
When gmit prevail'd — nor e'en the voice of truth. 
Nor all the virtue's of the injur'd youth. 
From hardened cruelty his life could save, 
Or stop the hand which op'd the silent grave. 

Then would instruction all her charms display, 
And cheer the soul with her expansive ray. 
Bid emulation fire the youthiiil breast. 
Stranger to envy, pale unhallow'd guest ! 
Then soon was op'd th* historic, pleasing page. 
And shewn the actions of a former age. 
Britannia's tons, by manly rage imprest, 
Whilst gen'rou* ardour warm'd th' unconqacr'd breast. 
Fancy poirtfay*d-*low on the pebbly shore 
For freedom fight, despise e*en Caesar's pow'r; 
Brave Roman legions at fair honour's call. 
Nobly to conquer, or lamented fail ! 
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Then grfm Bcllonn stalk'd the $ea*wasH'd boinidy 
And Marsy delighted, b«de bis clarion soond; 
Then bloody cavm^ followed id the rear^ 
And glutted, greedy, on etch pointed spear; 
Whilst sable death hade cop^'ring heroes y ieidy 
And view 'd their trophy 'd tomb-^he blood-staia'd ield ! 
Yet these, perhaps, the mof n wUh jef had seen 
Chase each dack shadow fromi the Inalitiai seenei 
And fondly hop'd, ere ev'niBf shckild appear^ 
Sweet, gentle peace would iheatbe the pointed sp^ar; 
Proud victory waft them o'et the scene of &c»| 
And honour court t)iem to the domes of state | 
Whilstheapst of slaii» iaubortalise their niitoe^ 
And stamp them fetemoH i» lihe Usta of fiMie* 
When lo! that fate to others they ordaifi^ 
That fate o'ertahe# them ctt the sanguine plain; 
Bids the life blood ^Mck frodi tbeit bosoms Biim^ 
And each sad ghost a dreaiy jiMimcy goi 
Their mighty name^ the great, the i^ise^ the brairel 
Now sadly sunk in the unhallow'd grave.. 

But from such scenes yeung fancy tuittk'A 9way^ 
Where softer forms, and nfilder prgspe<ls lay 1 
View'd the long retrospect of ages past» 
And trembling shrunk from war 'ft «oni^i«ui blast i 
Saw mcck-cy'd peace her sweetest charms display, 
And dawning knowledge shed her orient ray. 
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Fair science bloom-— e'en all that learning boasts ^ 

Deign to reside on Britain's sea-wash'd coasts ; 

Saw Greece her. darlings, Rome her heroes lend, 

At once to charm, enlighten, and defend. 

Each clime her tribute paid — all that to song, 

All that to arts, or sciences belong, 

Here lov'd to dwell— >their lAilder skies resigned, 

And sought abode but with the liberal mind. 

Then painting bade angelic forms appear, 

And gave the lifeless eye, a tender -tear* 

Bade the warm current on the canvas glow, 

The smiles of bliss, the pangs of cureless woe : 

Bade hope,, and fear, and joy, the pencil speak, 

Rage fire the brow, and roses deck the cheek; 

Bade the fond lover there sweet nectar sip, 

From his fair Delia's love-inspiring lip ; 

View with new rapcure, ev'ry chann, refin'd, 

Glow, the fair image of a spotless mind^ 

The tender friend, the laurell'd hero, there, 

Pleasure's soft form, and grim, tho' dumb despair. 

Were each portray 'd^>to life they seem'd to starv 

And wake the quick emotions of the heart. 

Then architecture rais'd her forming hand^ 

Bade lofty piles to distant ages stand* 
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Call'd £r<MR the Quarry all it^ spkadld store, 

And saw the simple hiM aspi le no marc ; 

No more o'er grandeur arch it's straw-huilt shcd^ 

Nor shield from wint'ry wind* the monarch's head; 

But — like some heautjr, whose aeglecfed charms^, 

No longer ttmjpi the wand'rer to her aknns» 

Left in the vale, in solitade, to mourn 

The anguish of neglect, the pangs of scorn. 

To see each g^e not borne by tiaie away, 

But yield ignohly to superior sway. 

'Twas thus, oh knowkdge! in Ule'a blooming day, 
With thee thio' num'roat paths I lov'd to stray* 
But ah! the spot where first I tbec adoiir'd,. 
Where emulation fint my bosom fir'd, 

-I now have left — oh - I ever dear! 

From fond remembrance take this heartfelt tear. 
Perhaps to thee I shall rei(urn no more, - 
Ne'er see grim oeea» ksh thy sounding shoce; 
No more behold ihy li^id bound' ry sleep. 
When fiof a aephyr moves the tranquil deep; 
No more behold the pasfting vesiei glide. 
Whose silver sails expand ro greet the tide ; 
No more with Ibnd affection sweetly rest, 
No more recline onfriendship's fost^tiftg btetfst. 

Methioks again I trace the blacken 'd morn, 
When, sweetest pleasures fK>ni my bosom torn. 
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I rose to go— -^do big keen torrow grew, 
I only look'd si beartleit, long adku! 



ADDRESS TO SLEEP. 

Sweet Sleep f thou tranquil spirit, come^ 
And guide me to thy silent dome^ 

Where night the portal keeps j 
Where soft oblivious waters flow, 
And opiate herbs, innoxious, gcow. 

Beneath the rocky steeps* ^ 

Where the wont mind to rest retires^ 
^ And Seating Morpheas, sweety inspires 

Some dear, dekisive joy! 
Some scene of bliss, but tate depkir'd^ 
With added comforts now rettor^id, 
Unmix'd, wtthooi aHoy. - 

Come, theny kind Somfnus! swi£t impafC 
Thy infliieiice, chafSftful, o'er my be^ts 

And bind my aching bcow 
With chaplctt of thy choa'i^ fl^w Vt 
Which giv^ to peace ihi; midtiighii k«Miir, 

Swee^ aiittdot* to wiPQ & . 
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How oft on some gay, turf-claii hil)» 
Beneath whose foot the gurgling rill 

In wild meanders play, 
The shepherd-boy, with ruddy face, 
Lies, smiling, in thy soft embrace, 

Nor heeds Soi*s potent ray, 

His circling arm supports his head, 
Cowslips, and vi'lets form his bed, 

And strew their odours round ; 
The western breeze that skims the air^^ 
Plays, wanton, in his auburn hair. 

And lulls with softest sound* 

Sweet sleep! then wherefore fly from me? 
I'll deck my couch with flow'rs for thee^ 

Bid spring her odours yield ; 
Gay Flpra shall a wreath entwine, 
Of roses, pisks, and eglantine. 

And cull th'. cnamell'd field* 

Come then ! nor shun vxy weary eyes. . 
Ah ! tell me— ^o these heartfek sighs, 

This sadly pensive tear. 
This form, by sorrow early bow'd. 
Long shadow'd by affliction's cloudy 

Through which no r«ys appear. 
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Do these •ffright thcc from my arms, i 

For these dett thocr withhold* thy charms. 

And fnm my pillow fly ? 
Ah! faithless, fickle, transient pow'r! 
Poor, cheating phamtom of an hour. 

That }m*u Ae tearltess eye. 

That from th< gilded eeocfc wiff haste 
1 o lie thee in some dtcary waste 

Wilh. the pooi» traT^fer, low ; ' 

There, loch'd hv sfomber's tnmquit sweets, 
He resu 'till mor« hit eyelids greets, 

And hails his sM^hnrnr ftrow. 

Oft in yon cot witk xushftt> twin'd, 
Reclin'st thou with the simple hind, 

, On bed of cIcmFj Arav; 
No canopy surrounds his head, 
No fcaid^ oain, witii> a^ftest ttet^i 
The ailkeft cwtaiiM draw ; 

No aausic's sweet, and dulcet note,. 
In undulating numbers float, 

To lull thr smd €» sesc; ' 
Yet there, impiibw'd, will thou lie, 
Heedless wheire art, a«d splendour try 

To catch tb^ dewing vest. 
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Oh yet, whilst night soft stillness calls 
From her lone cave, her ebon halls, 

"And high in yonder spheres^ 
Pale Lunaf tints the flow'ry plain. 
Or silvers o'er the sleeping main. 
And with soft charms appears. 

Thy silken toach no more deny^ 
Nor let me for thee vainly sigh, 

'Midst restless nights of grief ! 
But 5oft! — the friendly god I view. 
Ah busy world adieu, adieu, 

I fly to sweet relief ! 



ON THE DEATH OF 



Still sorrow tunes the sadly-pleasing strain. 
Still claims anew the sympathetic tear, 

For that alone can soothe the mourner's pain, 
Whilst keen remembrance wets a parent's bier. 

Oh Mem'ry ! why to sorrow ever tnie^ 

On those lov'd objects frond the bosom torn, 

Dost thou direct the soul-distracting view, 
And teach the gazer but to weep, and mourn ? 
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Yet ah ! thy somhre pow'r now suits my soul ; 

Here, in this awful mansion of the dead, 
Unseen I'll weep, give sorrow no controul, 

But on some tomb lay my reclining head. 

E'en here, where no kind ray the breast illumes. 
Where sickly damps the vaults besprinkle round, 

Where solemn echoes heard from deep-mouth 'd tpmbsj 
Strike the sunk heart with each portentious sound. 

Oh! would some pow'r exert it's arm to save. 
Bid the chill form- again view smiling day, 

Unbar the gates of death's tremendous cave, 
And shake the sad, sepulchral robes away, 

With what pure rapture, what supreme delight, 
' Should these glad eyes the honoured face adore, 
Sweet peace should then appear to greet my sight, 
Flow in one current never refluent more ! 

What long-wish'd joy to view again that form. 
The tender parent, and the cherish'd friend; 

To see life's purple tide his bosom warm. 

Flow to his heart, and there it's influence lend! 

Sweet, fond idea ! yet no more deceive ? 
Thou, flutt'ring fancy, oh no more betray ! 
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For few the moments which thy smiles relieve^ 
£re dreadful certainty sweeps hope awfty. 

For ah ! in vain may fond affection mournj 
In vain entreaty may just heav'n obtest. 

No more to earth departed souls return^ 
Ne'er quit the maasicxis of eternal rest. 

Come, then, submission ! come sweet placid maid ! 

Teach me to bow when heav*n uplifts the rod, 
Come tn thy spotless ms^esty array 'd, — •- 

And let no murmurs meet the throne of God« 

Though death has snatch'd my earthly sire away, 
Ere tender <^love could bid a last adieu, 

Ere hope had shed one gentk, parting xay, 
Or pious tears had paid the tribute due. 

Though, in a distant land the tyrant pow'r. 

His poisonous shaft with cruel vengeance sped, 

When not one friend in that afflictive houri 
Reclining wept around %h^ «uff'rer'$ bed. 

No wife with soothing voice could give relief, 
No pious children for their parent pray, 

Nor melt in all the agony of ^ief* 
In that dire, dreadful, inauspicious ^y! 
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Yet, though unwept, unsolacM, and unmourn^d) 
Thou sink'st a victim to the silent grave^ 

Those radiant virtues which thy life adorn'd, 
Shall, from oblivion's grasp thy mem'ry save. 

Oft shall thy friends repeat thy honour'd name. 
The purest tribute to thy worth bestow, 

Recal thy spotless, thy unsuily'd fame, 

And crown, with virtue's wreath, thy pallid brow. 

This hallow'd tomb, where rests thy fonn bclov'd, 
Has seen my heart torn by affliction's rod. 

Has seen my mind by love, by duty mov'd. 
Now weep a parent, and now bow to God* 

Ah ! yet, before his throne I'll humbly bend. 
With heart sincere, and mind attun'd to pray. 

Before that God who only good can send. 

Whose mercy gave, whose wisdom takes away. 



JESSE. 

Hail virtue! fairest child of bounteoas heav'n! 
Hail lovely maid ! clad in thy vestal robe, . 
Spotless, and pure as snow on Alpine heights* 
C 
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Around ihy brow what placid lustre shines ! 
Celestial innoeence thy footsteps marks^ 
And sweet, serene delist lives in thy breast : 
Hope, is thy handmaid ; faith, thy sacred guide ; 
That, points to peace, and this, that peace secures. 

But ah! the woes, the fatal woes I sing, 
Which hurl destruction o'er the wand'rer's head. 
Who, from thy even path, unwary strays. 
Still pensive mem'ry wets the sombre tomb, 
O'erhiin^with cypress, *n4 with deadly yew^ 
Which shroitds % hapleia virgin's pallid corse* 
O'er that swe«t form where once *at ev'ry grsice^ 
Fell death has row his pois'oous influence shed* . 
Those sparkling eyes which once beam'd peace and joy, 
Are early elos'd, and closed to ope no mor«* 

Yet, if remorse ier guik can eve atone, 
Repentant Jessp haa not wept in vain. 
Oh ! at Heav'tt*& foautool whan the mourner stands^ 
When retribution shall the book peruse, 
May gentle mercy there at t endan t be. 
And with a pitying tear efface each crime! 
May the kind drop wip« 'cv*ry win away. 
And, fair as virtue's, leave the sacred page ! 
Yes, smiling mercy, sweet, benignant pow'rf 
*Tis thou alone can ope Ae gates of hcav'n 
To weak, tokening, self*deluding man ; 
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'Tis thy kind jpow'r, wbich, like scmie silvtr stmun 
That flows, and renovates each object round, 
Lifts the sunk hearty and props the dropping head. 
Whisper's sweet comfort in the mourner's ear, 
And points to hope, to pardon, and to peace. 

In a lone vale where lovely nature bloom'd) 
For mimic art had ne'er the spot propham'd, 
Where bounteous spring in full luxurianct smil'd^ 
And courted summer to the sweet retreat, 
Liv'd fairest Jesse. O'er her hpad had roll'd 
£ighteen prdgressive suns their annual course; 
Had seen her bloom e'en a» tbe lily fair, 
And spotless as the lily's silken form. 
FoiterM by kind a&ction's lender anxMi - 
Unknown ta^rief, to dark, corroding care, 
She liv'd the pride of ev'ry nein^b'ring plain. 
That first, best charm of innocence) and youtly^ 
Ingemioos candour, which nor dreads deceU, 
Nor baseTy ere deceives, illum'd her brow. 
Her soul bat shone reflected in her face, 
As qjArkling gcm$ 9pf^t tbrougb lucid streami* 

Thus had bcf eai If years propitious pass'd, 
Like the /air daWaii^ of a summer's day, 
When ev'ry objebt blooms^ All nature smiles. 
And n^t a c1mi4 «bscimt the beauteous scenew 
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Ne'er had axnbhion in her soul kifus'd 
One wish to shine heyond her native vale, 
Or ere receive but virtue's ivell-earn'd praisie. 
Each hope was center'd' in the pow'r to btess> 
And spread the happiness herself enjoy 'd. 
Soft in her bosom 81^^eet compassion sate, 
Whilst pity gHsten'd in her speaking eye: 
Grim porrerty ^tnn her oft found relief^ 
And languid sickness oft by her was ckeer'd ; 
Weak, tott'ring age, in her found sweet support. 
And hel^tesi 6rphans leamM to call her friend. 
IlUfated maid! how blest had been ttty lot^ ** 

If in those days of innocence and peace. 
Chill death had op'd the dark, sepulchral gates, ' 
And shcw'd the grave whiht virtue was thy owb« 
Ere the base spoiler, ilie deceitful^ foe. 
Had robb'd thy sou! of each intrinsic joy. 

Deck'd with each charm, with ev^ry blbomittg grace. 
Which ere adorn'd the vivid ft)rm of youth. 
Young Henry souglit to win tbe maiden*^ love; 
Bright on his face the semblance seefn'd j^rtray^d 
Of candour, truth, and unatfecied worth. 
Whene'er he spoke, (by mailly sense imj^rest]^ 
Attention route, with joy his accents heard, 
. And meek instruttion sat upon his tongue, - • 
But ah ! beneath each trait trhich seem'd so fair, 



£iirk*d base d<€cit» ^ai M 4e9(f4clivt vice : 
Each art was hit which siibtkfy invent . . 
To lure th? virmoiu Iraqi cko pttht «f peace*. 
Base as the Sjrrejis who ott Scyllk dvf^t 
Whose duteei.stvaUlf chafm'4 fhis «nni^i}r'4. ear,. 
Whilst gnn deslruiStioh, jtfrk'd on i^'ry witfdf 
When wiie UJ^mcb |>lilttgh'd hn y^u'tf way, 
And sought ihM liom so io«gui v^q deplor'd. . 
The giiiUtesa Joste-in iit» cukftr'd fliiii4> , 

Thou^t ^ pcrceiT'd the vtrtue» of her owiiy 
And^glorjr'd that, her heaft had foiiiKl abode. 
Where, a» she feftdty h^'d| egch-vrnde dwelt. 
But ah J hartrucs kfr uasuspcetipg l0¥«. 
Was paid with tffeach'rjri witk^ the bltfcfctst guile: 
For the b|tse ingrate, stonung e v'ry tye^ 
Which love ififorcefty or whicb virtue biods^i 
Betray 'd^ her faith, deHfo/'d each fiiture hope, 
Andpluck'd sweet peace from off her smiling brow*' 
Robb'd her of life's belt treasuce-^nnocence—- » 
Forsook heiw4eft her nought, but bitt'icst woes«. 
Pale guUt, ai^d stern remorse, to her were new. 
Sad on her breaist the gruly monsters sate. 
With morning' sun she us'd to "rise in peace, 
And sable ev'ningrusher'd with a smile. 
How dread the pangs from this rexierse endur'd^, 
And.doubly dreadful to a mind once pure*. 
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She, who hefore deceit had never kn<»wn, 
Now urg'd by dread, and gmlt^corroding shame, 
Must trace ihe tangled t>atils 0f direful fraud. 
And from her parents hide the fatal truth. 
How oft with cheerful face she trj^d to lock, 
To meet those smiles which fond affection gave, 
To warm those hearts whieh only beat lor her, 
And only sought her pleasures toaecurt: 
But vain th' attempt for nature lent not aid. 
Sweet, gentle, raeek-ey'd innocence wu fled; * 
The frighten'd fugitive was flown awajr. 
Vice had allur'd, yeil'd in the pleasing form 
Of Henry's leve, and smiling peace was lost. 

Ah! how gradations are the steps of guilt; 
How easy lost those joys nought ,ere regains } 
Full oft would duty urge the weeping fair, - 
To tell her guilt, her sorrow, and remorse; 
On fond affection's generous breast repose, 
And trust to those whom long her soul had lov'd. 
But trembling shame, who like the sensative, 
The quiek-liv^d plant, shrinks back at ev'ry touch. 
Her heart withheld, her speech testrain'd ! 

Ah helpless victim4 to vrfalit dreadful woes. 
To what keen suffering th^ delusion leads f 
. For, hadst thou nobly own'd thy only crime, 
Weeping repentance had the stain efttc'dt 
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Contritioft might have (^*d the gates of He'av'n, 
And soothing mercy ^hed her smile on thee! 

But yet tiierpo^nant dread of stem repvoach, 
And the aad conscioiisiien how much, deserv'd, 
Urg'd the jpoor catprit, <|ttick to seek in flighty 
In gloomy M)lttttde, her last resource* 

The mom was'heaatemis, er'ry object smiPd, 
And innocence, aad peace ftdoriiM the vale. 
Jesse aione knew guilt, alone knew woe f 
How keen those pangs which wrong her grief-worn heart. 
Ere she for ever left this sweet abode ! 
Where oft in childhood with content she stray 'd, 
And cuird pure joys from virtue's plenteous store} 
Where ev'ry object, now, with strongest cords, 
Seem'd round her bursting heart to doubly twine. 
E'en such as with indifference had b^n viewed. 
In this sad moment tenfold charms possessed, 
When they were seen, but to be seen no more. 
And must she fly thi^ long^ndear*d retreat, 
Without one parting look froin tWose she lov'd 
Those who had watched her in her lender, years. 
To guard from ev'ry harm a child so dear? 

Stem conscience loudly call'd her -base ingrale, 
And stung with keenest Ibree her wounded soot; 
With hollow voice oft whispered in her ^r, 
** Is this the kiod requital of thy love? 



32 

** Is thtf tlie ctecj whiich gradrnde demftrkb 
*< As ihe iY/Ut Mcompence of ]FeiMr9.of care? 
<* To ppint ftn arrow at thy paftni't '^W'^. ' 
** To tinge with inhmy it'^ venom'cl dart, ^r, 
<« To bid disgrace bng o'«r their droqiiiig b^adsi 
«« And ope tke toflri> t0 cr'ry ckcrisb'd joy? " 
Distracli'oo> iMirory wde,. and keeji dafiairi 
Seiz'd witli dire Ibice tlM-saunicr's beating beafl-^ 
She fled— *retuni'd-««iidi then: again advanc'd— 
Her eyo-bdU glared— -i^oovtdMve was her baeatb**-^ . 
With frantic agofiy ^i»^ hands shn ciasp'd^ 
With tAftf gaze look'd up on hcav'n's deanvaull^- 
Theiy as unworthy the celestial. vieW|. 
Threw qitich her eyes low on the sable earth- 
Then started «udden-^w with eagle speed 
With .light, uncodseioas stcp*i-nor whither knew*. 

The pendant dew yel glisten'd on the leaves. 
And ruddy «wn shqipc beauteous througjb the east ; 
All nature amird, beneath the >«seate beam— - 
But wha< £«i still the wretch- s goihjr mind? 
What (Ban spelJt p^P^e, and s^the a wounded soul?< 
All day she wamder'd dirough the thickest, paths^ 
Whena human fcot hud acaicely trod before;, 
Wh^ shurpeat c)iorD«i ufitiitor'd ho'<v to yield^. 
From her fair arms she purple current drew. 

Scarce had fhe found a so^tarv shed. 
The poor remains of some forsaken cot,, 
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Ere thicat'ning 'storms obscBr'4 the face of Heav'n. 
Quick from his cave rush'd black, portentious night, 
Vcil'd the tall hills, and o'er the flow'rjr val^s ** 
Threw darkest, shadows, and impervious glooms. 
Loud rolled the thunder in the Yiulled sphere, 
Whilst the red iight'ntngs long, and quivering gleam, - 
Seem'd guiding hori^or to the direftit sceAe. 
Pale, trembling fear {>eep'd from hei' dark abodi?, 
Then shrunk appall'd, and drew the heavy bolt; 
Whilst >4olu~s bellowed froiafi his northern cave, 
And bade the nodding forest own his sway. * 

Unheard,' .unseen amidst the growling :^torm, 
* ^the wretched Jtsse, to each grief a prey,' 
Became a parent in this dreadful hour. 
No eye her soflP'rings, or her angiitsh vicw'd, 
Save tfciat kind Being, omnipresent, just!* 
Whose siglit no 'daricness 'veils, no shaifcs obscure. 
Oh God of Mercy ! let thbse direful teaVi, • 
Let that contrition which her breasf^ inspir'd,- 
Arise as sacrifice before thy throiie! 
As offer'd incense let hef sighs ascend, • 
Borne swift to thee. on iftefcy'i ^Ikeri wings! ^ 

She, whom parental care had ever watch'd, 
Who had few wants, and ^'en those Wants supply 'd, / 
In this dread moment, e'en unpicy'd, mburti'd, 
UnsoUc'd Wept, and unreguarded sigh'd. 
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She clasped her ImiW #itli ardour to her brtast^ 
And bath'd u'l face with tsifs of tend'rett low» 
Butx^of hitt'fcst«nf«i«hu— ^<( Ah! she cry 'd^ 
<» My guilt IS 4o»Uy ptmifth'd to thy tee; 
«< Sweet habei thy only yoittoa, pororiy, 
*< Aad shame thy sad, thy sok iAberttsuicei 
<* Reproach wtU pokii her Soger at tky iittiie» 
.«« Malke wUlwoiiiid that with a leofold dartt 
** And punish ihea because thy mother err*4* ** 

Oh viae! thott mo^mu of tyraoi^ic force! 
Who with thy acorpioa stiag woun^b swaal.cotol«nW . 
Blasts sdf-C0taeH9j and av'ry cherUb'd joy; . 
What! thoa||h, perc^ace, gay flow'rs the fi^trpwcatek 
Which to thy ooisy au|asioi| swi$ conductsi . 
Yet ah ! ; how sooa. the fair: dclusioa ffAtf . . 
How quickly vapidi aU that oace h^ cbai^'dt . 
Lo! the dark j^nbaaa, and.tfaa piMs^oous yew. 
The sickly wKlit^blda,. and 'the . cyprfss s^d, 
Pervade the path and darHtH ey' ry scenei 
$ee, at thy portal where pafe riot sits; . 
Whilst grim raoionf >^ith Mtg^d iopks andwildy . 
And keenest angui^ witl^ hf r phranay'd eye. 
And wan despair* insensate I • sloaf infuse . 
In the delusive cup their biftcr pangip. 

These, these oh vice! thou fell .delusive fiend« 
These siiii attend wbec^'er thoMi mask'st the w^y ; 
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These pcut>| ibe i^ggcr to the guih^r soui, 
Freeze cv*fy joy, ^ai uskir ev'iy woe. 

Forlorn, and sad^ did J^sie lonely weep. 
Weep op, poor sofver! Usav'n beholds thy tears; 
Thy bepded knee by qiucli «ont«ttsoii bow^d,. 
Thy folded hand/s upr^'d in pious pray 'r. 
^ome holy ange], miniver of pea<:t ! • 

May yet de^fid to solace, to relieve^ 
To bid thee look in Heav^n^et^rsal tphcfty 
For happiness, for mercy, and fiar love< 

Sad bad sba pasa'd three ioiig, tbiec Ung'rittg day« 
Of k^en, inccisaot woe, hei bop^ kind deatb! 
Her only solace, tears; wbea ibe tfose 
To beg (rofli ebarity tbc necidcd boon, 
AVbicb she with lib'fal heart had oft bestow'd* 

Aiready bad the haad of cm deatroy'd 
Each charm which oik» iUiin'd her dandiest brow. 
Her furrow'd cheek no siore the* roie tdom*d» 
But the pale lily aat, desponding, there* 
Her downcM €ye, suAi^'d with grief and shame. 
No longer threw if s &ay lustre round » 
He/ anbura tmtset in no ringleia wav'd. 
But hung, disorder'd rndeiy o*er her £ice« 
As slow tfas wandered in the nigged path. 
Sad recollection, like some injufed shade^ 
Which flits, tefri%9 in the tcoubkd air^ 



Swtft to her view her wretched f anrents brought. 
Disgraced forsakes by their nnich-lov'd child | 
By her, who. oft, in happier hours, had vow'd, 
To prove their prop, dieir splace, and their jo)r. 
Sudden she stopp'd^-then starting, quickly cried ; ^ 
'< Oh no! they longer shall not mourn siy loss ; 
" I will return — 1 carry 'd with me guilt, 
« But I bring back a broken, contrite heart! 
(( This they will not refuse. '* 
With ^icken'd step 
She joarney'd homewards— -hope her bosom cheer'd<— 
Three times bright Phoebus sought his western couch, 
Ere she perceiv'd the well-known village spire. 
Weary and faint, she stopp'd to rest, and sigh. 
Her babe had hiVn asleep. within her arms, 
And innocence, and peace sate on it's brow — 
A heartfelt sigh from Jesse's breast escap'd. 
She once was innocent, and then knew peace* 
She wipM a tear away-^and rose to go-~ 
But sadden stopped— and wildly gaz'd around — 
Great God ! the sad responsive bell of death 
ToU'd loud and splemn^— wingM with dread the sounds 
And wak'd in Jesse's hiart terrific fear-* 
Trembling she paus'd— and lean'd against a tree* 
Once more the knell responded in the air. 
And seem'd to tear each vital cord away-^ 
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Her itott'riag fcct fcfi«*4 <l»if fc*k aid-^ 

Her pallid ^bceh a| livii liue ?tt5iis'd-r 

Her cye-baJl^ gUr'd.^thw fix^d their sted&it g»«c 

On a long m^in pf woumeir$ wcepii^ sad — 

Two coffins on (h^ir jlioa)d»^9 Aqw% werp bPTPOr- 

Jessc, iqimovc^bjc, a looment gw'd-^ 

Then from her i cast hftr helpless in£mX fell — 

She scream'd— 9b9 cail'd on Hc9v'fi«v-aAd iM^r^ 



TO THJE 

MEMORY OF MISS T. M, 

Thou lovely form! to mould'riBg dust consign *d, 
Once the fair image of a spotless mind^ 
Ere pale disease, and direful sickness, spread 

. Their baneful influence o'er thy drooping head) 
Ere greedy death* array 'd in fearful gloom^ 
Call'd thee, relentless, to the icy tomh* 
Ah! o'er that topnh how oft shall sorrow wepp» 
When orient morning tints the azure deep; 

. When the sunk heart, just wak'd from short repose. 

Pours, unsuppress'd, the tribute to it's woes. ^ 

Giv^ to the breete, which wafts the sweets of day. 

The pensive ttQnpdy, the sorrowing Kay} 

D 
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OK death, relentless foe! in whose dark cave 
Sit the pale messengers which ope the grave. 
Quick, racking pain, and ling'ring, wan disease, 
That to strike fateful, this by slow degrees; 
And purple pestilence, and famine drear, 
Her eye suffused with misery's scorching tear; 
And grisly war with locks of clotte3 gore, 
And desolation, stalking kingdoms o'er, 
Who treads with carnage thro' the city's bound^ 
And bids the palace totter to the ground, 
Each sacred pile quick to it's centre fall. 
And gras^ and weeds o'ertop the mould'ring wall* 

These, death, are thine, these are thy fav 'rite band, 
The dreadful scourges of a guilty land! 
Yet, could not worth, and innocence and truth, 
And the sweet promise of auspicious youth, 
Relax thy brow, and teach thy hand to spare, 
A_nd bid thee listen to a parent's pray'r? 
A widow'd parent— who had mourn'd thy sway. 
In what already thou hadst snatch'd away. 
But ah! to pity deaf— in vain to thee 
Imploring sorrow bends the suppliant knee; 
In vain entreaty begs, or anguish cries, 
His doom is sign'd— the fated victim dies. 
Not e'en an empire's wealth could stop thy powV, 
Nor sceptred kings avert the destin'd hour. 
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Alike thou call'st the feehle, and the sage, 
And gay, unclouded youth^ and tott'ripg age» 
And smiling joy, and grjef, with haggard brow. 
And festive pleasure, and terrific woe. 

But, hark! what dulcet accents swell the air? 
What lovely form appears, as angels fait? 
Lo! on her face soft traits of beauty shine. 
And smiles, celestial^ mark a- soul divine* 
** My sister, hush! " the beauteous seraph cries; 
" Thy loud complaints c*en to yon throne arise, 
*^ E'en pass those gates of adamantine mould 
" Where truth, and justice sway, perpetual hold. 
** By Heav'n ordain'd — once more on earth I tread, 
** To check the folly which laments the dead. 
<< Oh know, that when from thee I fled awayi 
" Whilst yet thy pious tears bedew'd my clay, 
*^ That joy, pure rapture, and supreme delight, 
" E'en then engag'd my heav'n-awaken'd sight; 
** My brows were crown'd with flow'rt which never fadcj 
*' And fragrant bow'rs received me to their ^hadc; 
'' Asgels, with dulcet harps, proclaimed my bliss, 
** And hail'd my flight from worlds so frail as this. 
<< The great Almighty from his radiant throne 
** Bestow 'd those gifts, which lie bestows alone, 
*' Unchanging bliss, and joys which still encrease, 
** And, join'd with sweet content, seraphic peace ! 
D 2 
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^' Oh ilien thy Cod addfe, his wisdom trust, 
^« Who^ e'en ifl wiuth is kind, in vefigeaace just* 
<' Ah know, that he ^ho rules this changing ball, 
<< Before whose throne celestial angels fail; 
*< Guided by laws hnmntable and wjse, 
'< Though t>fteit dtffily Seen hf moitat tye$, 
<^ Decrees but what is righr-*^-oh! think, of this, 
<( And to the World ^s great ruler btnr submist! 
««His |k>w'r, resistless, who shall Aut <^poscJ^ 
*< As grains ct dtxst) to hiin, are kists of fbei. 
<* He lifts hii Arm, and bids At thandar 9e«se, 
«« He looks hi» will, and worldt are Irash'd to peace. 
*< llie works of man lie brings to swift decajr, 
<< Ani dooms their {>tottdest' boast to fade'aitajr: 
«< Their itaiely Cities totter to their ftti, 
<^ Their bulwarks shake at his almighty Call. 
<* What! though kis mercy opas the sileilt gnive» 
^« And takes in mftrcy, what in knre he gave ; 
*< Bids the' chill foml td sabte dust return, 
*^And silent dwell in some sepulchral urn, 
*V Yet ne^er the soul can feel the itroke rf fate, 
<< But soars, exalted, to a better state; 
** Shakes off she cumbrous load of mortal clay, 
*« And bids death's garments quickly fce away. 
"Oh then no longer grieve! for me 'twere vaxtt, 
" No more I feel or sorrow, death, or paiiK 
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'< The stroke thou moarn'st by purest love %vas giv^n. 
*^ For not to death I bow'd, but soar'd to Heav'n. 



TO 



A«i canst thou, Henry, thou, whose noble mind. 
By virtue softcn'd, and by sense refin'd, 
Canst thou in War delight? can dire alarms. 
The tfompet's din, the sound of hostile arms, 
Thy bosom please? ah vain, and futile joy! 
Calls but to ravage, 90unds but to destroy. 
Oh! if thine arm would wield some noble spear, 
And thy soul pants to be immortal here, 
Go, shew thy prowess where the captive sighs, 
£id injur'd merit wipe her tearful eyes. 
Aid worth, oppressed; thy single arm oppose, 
And bravely conquer her tyrannic foes. 
Go punish vice. — Be bold in virtue's cause, 
And yield, obedient, to her gentle laws. 
Fix in thy heart her firm, unshaken sway. 
Which worlds might honour, kings with joy obey. 
She gives a laurel wreath which never dies, 
Whkb ev'ry bolt of angry fate defies j 
D 2 
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Which strengthenM e'en hj thne, no changes fears. 
But blooms with added charms in higher spheres. 

And canst thou sfiU with rapt'rous pleasure fly 
Where curling smoke obscures the vaulted sky. 
Where death sits gaping on each lofty plume. 
And carnage smiles beneath the fearful gloom? 
Oh view the scene! and let reflection shew 
The thousand ills which from one demon flow. 
How oft the best affections of the heart, 
Are pierced, destroyed, by War's cnvenom'd dart; 
How oft the fond, paternal breast must* feel 
Those cank'ring wounds, no pow'r can ever heal! 
Perhaps (anlimely late!) some g«n'rous youth, * 
Whose soul by virtue warm*d, whose mind by truth; 
The last of an illustrious, noble* line. 
Whose sua rose lair, and promised long to shine. 
Sinks to the grave in' premature decay,' 
His name, his honours quickly passed away; 
As some fell sabre strikes the vital part. 
And slowly drinks the life-blood of the heart. 

Oh War, thou direful liend ! beneath whose treaf 
Spring desolation, murder, fear, and dread. 
Thou bid'st young hope be chill'd by black despair^ 
And giv'st sweet pleasure to the arms pf care; 
Cloud'st ev'ry prospect with the darkest gloom, 
And shew'st the gazer but the sword, and tomb. 
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Oh ttini^ thine eye wfatre yonder prospect liety 
Where groans of death, with shouts of conquest rise ; 
Where the poor wvetch, transfix'd with fateful wound. 
Lies pale^ distorted, on the hostile ground; 
Wbiisft some proud vtctor mocks his wretched ittie. 
And quick anticipates the work of fate; 
Derides. the feelings of the truly brave, 
And thinks^ to kill, is better than to taye. 
Ah base^ ungen'rous deed! unworthy part! 
To strike an arrow in the wounded heart; 
To quench the flame which. lent a feeble ray, 
£re yet the soul fled from embody 'd clay; 
Ere yet high heav'n had sign'd the fatal doom. 
And call'd the victim to the silent tomb. 

To gain an hero's empty, sounding name. 
To deck thy brow with laurels, twin'd by fanaei ' 
To mount the car trimnphaat in the show. 
And bear die praise which senseless' crouds bestow, 
Lo! for these aims, for this ignohle cause, 
Thou scom'st the joy which flows fram self-applaose; 
The sweet serene delights by virtue giv^n,- 
Pure, and unchanging as the- bliss of heav'n i 
Oh ! still remember, wheo with trophies ^y, 
Thy laurel wreath is grafted on the bay. 
How many victims in the tomb are laid, 
To earn the tiiomph ao. prolusely p^id*. . 
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Oh would' St thou^ view impaitialiy the cause. 
Nor judge by glory's, bat by virtue's laws, 
How would those deeds which now thou see'st with joy. 
Corrode thy peace, and ev'ry hope destroy! 
|iow dread the scene which then would sad appearj 
Without one ray thy wounded soul to chear ; 
Ah! think for those who now unhury'd lie, 
How many friends will heave the heartfelt sigh; 
How many eyes with anguish will o'erflow, 
How many feel each cruel pang of woe. 

Oh ! should thy sword some virtuous soul divide 
From it's fair partner, lately made a bride; 
Still clad in roljps which grac'd the bridal day, 
(Soon chang'd for wee4s, a sable, sad array!) 
Think what keen agonies her soul o'erpowV} 
In that tremendous, that afflictive hour ; 
When, with reluctant steps, with horror pale. 
Some weeping friend shall tell the direful tale^ 
That she, a widow'd bride, must vainly mourn^ 
For her fond husband shall no more return! 
A cold, pale corse, upon the hostile plain, 
He lies, unbnried, with ten thousand slain; 
No friend to sorrow o'er his sable bier, 
No wife to drop a fond, connubial tear! 
To soothe his soul, no pious hymn was sung, 
No sacred lay in solemn chorus rong; . 
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No Utttt*i stone supplies the place 6f famei 
iTo teH the world his virtues, and his name; 
But rav'nous birds, now hov'ring o'er their prey, 
Tear the bst soUce froxA his wifa away. 

Oh! if this scene thy bosom cannot wound, 
Behold yon viaim, prostrate on the ground; 
E'en now life's current trickles frotti his; heart; 
Ah see! his eyelids dose, his sool depart! 
Oh! know that wretch (ife'er inmate of the sky, 
For vice hit breast had stain'd with pois'noin dy^) 
Oppress'd with erimos, with no atonement fflide, 
Guilt's dreadful terrors having o*er hts head, 
Before the greit Supernal judge appet^s^ '. 
Who views the deeds of many ilUspent years, 
And sigiM the" fatal doon— eternal pain, 
Pangs, wbifk ne'tt cease, and wots, whkh e'er.remam. 
Tears, which eaoh moment shall but btd encrease, 
And groans, 90 voice shaU ever Inll to peace. 
This his diead fate-^from which no pow'r can save-* 
Deny'd the wrctch'a bopo--^a friendly grave! 
Yet ah! perhaps, had longer life been giv'n. 
Not unprepared, this youth had gone to heav'n: 
Contrition might have op'd fair mercy's gate, 
And made him worthy of a better fate; 
He might have liv'd an honour to his race. 
As now he sihks it's shame, and' it's disgrace. 
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Ah! view yon little, wretched, guiltless train, 
Mourning their parent, whom they mourn in vain! 
In vain they seek his body to inhume, 
And with their pious tears bedews his tomb; 
His mangled form no longer they discern. 
Vainly prepared the sad, sepulchral urn! 
Wretched they go in agonizing grief, 
Without one friend to soothe, to give relief, 
To guide their foot&teps in life's thorny way, ^ 

Or bid them feel sweet hope's sustaining ray; 
But, desolate, the wretched orphans fly 
To hide their griefs from each profaning eye ; 
To weep unpity'd, helpless, and forlorn, 
From ^able eve, to morning's early dawn! 

Oh, gen'rous, yet declare, yi^i candid, say. 
Can a poor name such deeds as these repay? 
Is pure humanity, is honour, truth. 
And ev'ry charm of fair, ingenuoas youth 
Lost to thy heart? ah, yet their pow'r recall, 
And let them triumph, and oppression fall! 
The pleasures thou enjoy 'st, oh! yet impart, 
And not thy name enoble, but thy h^art! 
Exert thy pow'r but to protect the weak* 
To wipe pale sorrow from the mourner's cheek. 
To stretch thine arm, delighted, yet to save. 
And snatch the victim from the op'ning grave. 
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Oh Peace ! once more from thy soft couch descen d. 
And spread thy banners o'er this prostrate land. 
Give tranquil bliss to hearts, which grief o'erflows^ 
Bid sighs be hush'd, forgotten latent woes; 
Let thy sweet voice, each sorrow swift beguile^ 
And hope and joy again on Britain smile! 



SUPPOSED TO BE 

WRITTEN BY LOUIS XVI. 

The Evening preceding his Execution. 

All now is o'er — each earthly hope is fled! 
5oon shall I reach the mansions of the dead^ 
Soon shall embark for that celestial shore, 
Where angry fate shall hurl it's bolts no more; 
Where howling tempests shall no more destroy, 
Nor ope the grarc to ev'ry promis'd joy. 

Ah! when I view my present wretched lot, " 
By foes insulted, and i)y friends forgot ; 
My bosom torn by pangs, the most severe, 
Each object banlsh'd, to affection dear; 
My soul astonished, trembles at the view, 
And doubtful asks, if all it sees ht true? 
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How oft, does mem'ry, with tyrmMC ^way^ 
To scenes^ long past, l^ear ev'ry tb^gbt gway; 
Wheiiy in my people's love, Mip^emely blest| 
Their welfare only occupied my brc9S|. 
.Then, with parental love, my bosom gl^w'dy 
And, from one ^tremi} «ur mutittl plcaiuf^s flqw'd* 
Blest time! now past->->how . dread a change I bear! 
The wretched victim of corrosive care! 
Quick, from my soul, each soft idea flies. 
And leaves me oply deep, and ceaseless sighs. 

And have I nought of all a sceptre gave, 
Not e'ca At povrV $m claim an IwmlbU <gravef 
To beg some voice tp chant the piotys lay. 
And decent homage to my ashes pay; 
To bid the stone a lesson sad unfold, 
That the proud monarchy lately deck'd in ^Id^ 
Before whose throne glad millions prostrate bow'd, 
Possesses nought jexcept the lomb and .shroud ? 

Yet pow'r and pomp I willingly resign. 
Sweet hope a 4oUce lends, far more divine! 
My humbled ^oul, it's God, in sorrow, sees. 
And bows, unmucrn'ripg, tp hiis rwi.se'4ccree|. 
My present stated my fut^tre hopes I $caq. 
Forget the king, and feel myself « a man; 
Feel vittue, only, gives superior pQnir'-r*^ 
All else — the empty baubles 9f an bmtr 1 
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Tinysj which each flutt'ring breeze may soon decay, 
Chance may destroy, and death must snatch away. 
Ah! when from sorrow could they ever save? 
When «hut the gloomy portals of the grave? 

Dcpriv'd ^f ev'ry comfort life can give, 
Why should I sigh, or wherefore wish to live? 
Immur'd within this dismal place of grief, 
Where the worn soul in vain expects relief, 
Rather with joy, with thankful heart I go; 
Happy to leave a scene of nought but woe, — 
But yet a tie there is— I own it's sway, 
A tie which bids me even wish to stay. 
'Tis not the thought of death can cause a fear, 
'Tis the fond parent drops this heartfelt tear; 
The husband weeps — ^he mourns his widow'd mate, 
Left sad, forlorn, to meet the frowns of fate! 
His helpless children, rear'd in fatal ease. 
Round whom each object only liv'd to please, 
Who in soft down each night have sunk to rest, 
Or, cradled sweetly on some tender breast. 
Now scom'd, neglected, treated with disdain, 
They sue for kindness, but they sue in vain! 
'Tis for these objects that ray heart o'erflows, 
'Tis fond affection, (source of tend'rest woes!) 
That now to female softness melts my soul, 
Whilst feature prompts, what reason would controul. 
E 
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OJbl hxm njT bean ^mrM finm tint fatal* bour, 
Whea bkt'rctt pangs my bot^m.-diall o'erpow'r, 
* ShaU» tile dark clouds, which v^ the £iGe c£iajf 
Tear fiooL ay soul each soft, 8iiMatniii|p cay. 
As the loud tempcsti wh^B k growls o»' higfa^ 
Defonn& the ^ep, aad sfi^m t» fend die sky^ 
With hostHe fury csops the iow'ry pbia» 
Roots the tall oak, and hksta fhe gohfteH geaia;^ 
And when Ae fury of it's teign ia o'er. 
Leaves the daik earth lo weep uH ravishM futote; 
So I, in that dread momont of my ftte, 
(The prey of storras ordain'd by ranc'roiis hate) 
Must see eacli object from 'my bosom torn, 
Myself left desolate^ to Tainly moura. 
When last my wiie» my children- I shall view. 
Must hid to each a long,, a sad adieu! 
Mun from those tender objects flee away. 
Though soft entreaty* shall request my stay; 
I'hoitgh trickling tears quick down each cheek shall flow, 
In the deep channel^ giark'd by haggasrd woe; 
Though frantic tenderness should seize my heart, 
And teac the life-blood from the vital part. 

Oh gracious Cod! in love, in mercy great! 
By whom dccnecd eadi holt of angry fiitcj 
From this drear prison, hear thy suppliant's pray'r; 
His wretched, wife, his orphan children sparef 
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Oh stretch thine arm, omnipotent,' to save! 
When their sole fneml sinks in the silent grave) 
When anguish, yet unfelt, theic souls shall teari 
And ev'ry pang ehcreasc, and ev'iy care. 
Oh! then look down with thy benignant eye. 
Wipe the sad tear, and chase the rising sigh; 
Direct their hearts, their <ouls| th^ir hopes to thee.; 
Prompt the firm pray'r, and bend the pious knee! 
Bid meek devotion ev'ry terifer calm, 
And heal each wound with soil, with Icnieriit balm! 
Oh! if thus guards, what have I to fear, 
Though in their fMretence thousand foes appear? 
Danger itvelf shaU fade before tkthf sight) 
Each hope supported by ReUgioa's ]%hK; 
Their viewf directed to that happy shore^ 
Where ni ca^vitjr sludi wedp no more I 
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ALMERIA; 

ADDRESSED TO » 

With what fond joy, what pleasure, do I view. 
The sister, aod the friend conjoin in you! 
No venal muses here their tribute pay, 
But fond affection, breathes her simple lay. 
Ungrac'd by diction, unadorn'd by art. 
My pen but speaks the feelings of my heart. 
That heart — round which your dear idea 'twin'd, 
Lives in. each thought, with ev'ry wish'd combined — 
Glows in my hop#s, in cv'ry pleasure shares, 
Dispels my fears, and softens e'en my cares. 
When busy fancy wings her wayward flight, 
And soothes, with bliss desir'd, the mental sight. 
How oft thy presence gilds the lonely hour. 
How often charms with renovated powV, 
When ev'ry ruder thought is hush*d to rest. 
And thou, and peace" alone possess my breast. 
£ut ah! would more than fancy saw thee here, 
More than fantastic visions hail'd thee near: 
Though vain tbe wish — ^yet mem'ry, ever true; 
Shall still present thee to my longing view. 
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Hail fair Mnemosyne! hail wond'itnis pow'i! 
Thou lov'd cdMnpanion of the K>nely hour! 
Who^ scenes^ long past, with magic wand can trace. 
And the cold danip of time, innoxious, chase* 
Can from oblivion tnatch each deed of fame, 
Bid wond'ring crouds revere an honoured name; 
E'en when it's owner, (once his country's trust) 
Sinks in the tomb; consigned to kindred dust* 

Lo! yonder widow'd bride who weeps her mate, 
(The early victim of untimely fate!') 
See how she hangs on all he once held dear; 
Associate thought impel the heartfelt tear, 
As keen remembrance through her bosom flies, 
Glows on her cheeks, and dims her lustrous eyes. 
Each word he spoke, by manly sense refin'd, 
Each thought he utter'd, dwells upon her mind. 
Again, by Memory's aid, his voice she hears, 
Agaiii, to«glad her sight, his form appears. 
In these delusive scenes she finds relief, 
And weeps, unchecked.— sole luxury of grief! 

Nor less yon faithful maiden owns thy sway, 
Which yet restores what absence takes aWay, 
E'en whikt her soul in silent grief deplores, 
Him long ordain'd to traverse hostile shores* 
Sooth'd by thy pow'r she sees the cherished youth, 
Views on his brow the mantling Ibrm of truth; 

E3 
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Hears the last sounds which lingered on his tongtie, 
fieholds the anguish which his bosom wrung, 
When honour cail'd on love it's pow'r to yleid^ 
And patriot virtues bore him to the field. 

Ah' who, unmov'd, yon little group can see, 
Hanging, enraptur'd, round their grandsire's knee? 
M<irk the quick eye, where young ideas flow! 
See on the cheek bright emulation glow, 
As now the hoary sage his tales relates. 
With ev*ry frolic of his playful mates. 
When early youth it's joys before *him spread, 
And health, and peace were twin'd around his headb 
How oft he 'scap'd deteciion's angry eye, 
How from pursuit was still prepared to fly. 
When from the master loos'd, the dreaded hall, 
He scal'd, with nimble foot, the garden wall: 
Bore the ripe apples from the loaded tree, 
And shar'd the spoil with fond, convivial glee. 
Warm'd by the thought, old age forgets it's pain, 
And the 'bald grandsire frisks the fields again--«- 
Foregoes his crutch, springs from the woodbine . seat,. 
Joins ev'ry sport, and emulates each feat. 
The infant train his wot>d'roiis deeds admire, 
And his breast glows with long-extinguish'd fire. 

Such, such Mnemosyne, thy boundless say, 
That, chasing dull oblivion far away. 
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Or pain or pleasure at thy voice appear^ 
Call to the cheek a smile, the eye a tear. 
As scenes long past in glowing tints returni , 
And bid the heart with quick remembrance bum. 

Oft with the scholar through each classic grove. 
His aid unseen, propitious, dost thou rove; 
And cull the flow'rs from fair Parnassian fields, 
Or taste the sweets which Helicon still yields. 
There, in the Muses* long-belov'd retreat, 
Where' Homer's heart to thoughts sublimest beat, 
Where Virgil first imbib'd poetic fire. 
And raptur'd Milton swept the sacred lyre, 
Recal those forms, to Mem'ry ever dear! 
"Seraphic inmates of a higher sphere ! 
Whom science lov'd, immortaliz*d their name, 
And led them fearless to the heights of fame; 
^Twin'd round their brows the poet's fairest bays, 
And bid unfading honours crown their days. 

< How vain without thee were e'en learning's store. 
For man might read, but man could do no more; 
He might admire, be charm'd, with rapture hang 
On the prophetic page which sages sang. 
But, close the book, and ev'ry pleasure flies. 
All that had rapture wak'd, or rais'd surprize, 
As lovely objects in a mirror, seen, 
Which leave no trace of where they once have been. 
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But, ah, ^nemosyne ! presenr'd hj thee. 
Each object liTes from death and absence ftee; 
Oft soothes the heart in hours of poignant grief. 
And to the soul affords a sweet relief. 
Oh lovely goddess! yet on me bestow 
That twice-felt bliss which charms us here beloWy 
Bnt in thy sable garmcnU ne'er appear, 
Let me forget whate'er would cause a tear! 
Save, when for suffering merit, virtue sighs. 
And gen'rotts pity wipes her tearful eyes: 
Or when some character, whose spotless worth, 
In Heav'n. rewarded, though oppress'd on earthy 
Calls on the muse each noble (rait to save, 
And snatch the rtlics from oblivion's grave* 
Ah! such a cause now claims the votive lyre, 
And bids remembrance catch poetic fire. 
Bids e'en the humblest muse attempt to sing. 
And feebly touch Apollo's silken string. 
What! though no raptur'd bard the tale fehearse. 
Nor thoughts sublime adorn the simple verse. 
Yet shall the gen'rous soul, to virtue dear! 
Pay the sad tribute of a heartfelt tear. 
Perhaps some eye, which kindred woes suffuse. 
Awake to pity, shall these lines peruse, 
And conscious own, c'ei\ as each tear shall flow, 
Th«t (soured 0f bliss, sdc antidote •f woe!) 
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Virtue alone can teach the heart to bear 
The ranc'rous sting of agonizing care. 
Alone can stem th' impetuous tide of fate, 
Or waft the spirit to a better state. 

And should pale av'rice the sad story hear, 
Oh may he yet relax his brows severe! 
Yet learn, that riches can no joys impart, 
When sickly anguish rankles in the heart. 
When stern remorse shall cloud each future day, 
And soothing hope impart no lenient ray : 
When death has op'd the cold, the silent tomb, 
And round the victim spread his friendly gloom; 
Has left the cruel sire but keen regret 
For guilty deeds which he can ne'er forget. 

Rear'd in the lap of luxury and ease, 
Possessed of all that e'er in wealth could please, 
Eighteen progressive suns had o'er her flown, 
And mark'd Almeria virtue's child alone. 
Guided by pure ' religion's hallow'd sway, 
Her bosom felt and own'd the genial ray. 
£y pomp surrounded, and by glitt'ring state, 
(Those gaudy phantoms of the rich and great; 
Which oft but tempting snares, their vot'ries find, 
But glided poisons to corrode the mind) 
Yet was Almeria humble, gen'rous, meek, 
Virtue her heart, and peace illum'd her cheek. 
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Sweety saiirted ch»rky her breftst inclm'd^ 

To feel for ev'ry woe of huihan kind. 

How oft beftide the wretched mourner's bed. 

Where sickness laid it*s wfcaryi aching head» 

When the worn sool ia anguish pray'd for death. 

And sigh'd to yield the half-expring breath, 

Would fair AhUeria sit^^wtth sweetest pow'r. 

Give consekttOn in th' a£Bictivc hour; 

The fMA suff'tcr ttedk it bow submiss^ 

And view» from scrmw's coach, a world of bliss s 

Ch^ each dirk, tapdar froia the doobtfoi sight. 

And shew the j^s of imeUcctval U^. 

Oryx when some matron, eafly dooiti'd fo tnonrii 

The mi|eh4ov'd husband from her biMom torn. 

Sought for her heiress iafslnts sad relief^ 

(Herself abatidcm'd to unsolac'd grief) 

With oaget joy the boon Almeria g«ve, 

Her heart delighted with the pow'r 16 ssive« 

Though riches avul'd propitions eb her birth. 

Yet her htH rit:faes were— •interiot vonh. 

Her deeds were nobler that her thkd nam^ 

And virtue stoanded the loud trump of fkme. 

Her father, but in name to her allied, 
Nurs'd in his soul fell avariee and pide. 
And all the fiery passions, which destrof 
Sweet, gentle peacei and banish social joy» 
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'f'hough fbrtnne heap'd fer liim a golden sttfrcy 
Though splendour^ titles, and superior pow'r^ 
Were each his own; yet stiii unjoy'd, unbkst} 
Black discontent sat on his goaded breast* 
His lovely danghter vainly strove to please^ 
For his torn bosom^ like tlie foaming seas 
When growling storms obscure the face of day. 
And Sol, affrighted, hides his lambent ray, 
Repeird each effort to subdue it's rage, 
Nought couid allay, and nought it's force a^saage. 

Long had Leander, in Almeria's breast, 
Liv'd fondly chortsh'd as it's chosen guest. 
An equal flame inspir'd the gen'toos youth, 
Won by the charms of innocence and truth*: 
For softness, sweetness, virtue was her own, 
Her beauty yielded to her worth 'alone. 
But ah! frail fortune, fickle, ever blind, 
Who oft when most desired, is^ most unkind, 
W4io slights the charms which gen'rons nature give^ 
And with gay pomp, and titled grandeur lives, 
Frown'd on.Leaader with severes<^ hate, 
And arm'd with ranc'vous sting the shaft of fate. 
For, ne'er Acasto would- his child bestow, 
Ne'er shputd Almeria give the sajcred vow. 
But where proud: fortune sh?d her brighest rays. 
And wealth, qpc^^ted, glitt'ring. charms displayt. 
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Full well Leander knew this hard behest, 
Full deep it sunk in his conflicting breast. 
As pointed arrows, whose envenom'd dart, 
Corrode the stream which mantles in the heart. 
Yet ah! could worth, and beauty be resigned 
But to delight a base and sordid mind? 
To fill with useless wealth the heapy store 
Of him, whose cold, inhospitable door, 
Ne'er op'd to bid the mourner cease to sigh. 
Or stop the tears which dimm*d th' imploring 6ye. 
Where no glad voice returned, for favours giv'd. 
The sacred incense which ascends to Heav'n. 
How oft, (in vain alas!) the youth deplor'd. 
That she, whom long his bosom had ador'd. 
Should e'er be born, be destin'd e'er by fate, 
To titled splendour, and the pride of state. 
Ah! how far happier had he deem'd her lot. 
If, the sweet inmate of an humble cot, 
By virtue dignifi'd, and spotless worth, 
(Far more attractive than a titled birth) 
Beauteous Almeria had adorti'd the plain. 
The happy daughter of some toiling swain! 
No boding fears had then his soul alarm*d. 
By virtue charming, still by ^virtue charm 'i^ 
Soft, and unruffled life had pass'd away^ 
Their bliss encreasing with each added day. 



6t. 



But, though f%le itt^A oft whisper'd in his «ari 
That from Acasto he Kad 9udi to fear; 
Yet still »«i;eet ;faope hor tootbing iiMtve riied. 
With genial .pow'r sMstain'd his drooping head. 
Bade at .her touch 'bright hs^ppiness appear. 
And long-Ioflt -pea^ his wounded bosom chear: 
E'en ttrg'd his heart to teoipt d^e htautBoiis fair, 
His humble lo^ it's liaifple joys to 'ihare; 
To 4uit her iatheri hid adieu to wealthy 
Content with virtue, comMteoce, and health; 
In secret .hands to joiA tneir mutual love. 
And light the .torch in Hymen's saercd grove. 
What! though no dazzling state .their nuptials hail, 
Nor fortune, (fickle as the passing gale I) 
WitfatToice auspicious, bade their bosoms know 
The: tinsel pleasuies which faer smiles bestow.; 
Yet» .then no more shoiald ttyiaony impart 
It's iron force 'to tear the virtuous heart; 
No more fell av'rice, with contagicMis powfr, 
Should, fill vich sickly drfad, each fuiiioe hour; 
ShouU bid the heavy ^moments, (long as years) 
Slowly ^f ass on rqplete with ceaseless cares. 
But,, though the purest love Ac mM con&st, 
lluMgh Ci^d sat triumphant on her breast; 
Yet could abfi ne'er coaient ber si«e to soom, 
To leiv«.hioi vfetchtfd, helpless, and forlorn. 
F 
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Long-cherish *d duty urg'd the sacred tic, 
From it's strong claims Ibrhade her sou! to fly; 
Caird oil each softer thought to yield it's sway. 
Nor rashly tear those primal cords away. 

"Oh! yet** she cried, " Lcander,. deign to hear, 
*' Let reason urge, and blinded lore forbear. 
** How oft do fragrant flow'rs their sweets impart, 
<' E'en whilst the canker gnaws the tender heart! 
<* Oh, think how soon must Cupid's torch expire, ' 
"When injur'd duty blasts the sacred fire; 
" When dire remorse shall scatter far away 
*' The genial flame which shed so sweet a ray* 
" How couldst thou ever hope sweet peace to prove, 
*• Or, e'er respect the object of thy love, 
" When in her virtue thou couldst ne'er confide? 
*' For ah! she sinn'd when she became thy bride. 
«« Would not each thought the latent deed portray, 
" And to thy fancy bring the fatal day, 
"When thy Almeria at the altar bow'd, 
" Tore from her sire the faith to thee she vow'd? 
" Oh knbw'st thou not what direful woes await 
("The frowns of virtue, and the storms of fate!) 
" The wrietch whose heart no gratitude can move, 
" Who breaks the silken ties of filial love; 
" Who flies her parent in declining years, 
"Deaf to his pray'rs, unmindful of his cares? 
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*< Whilst he left desplate, unaided, sad, 

*^ No child to watch beside his chearless bed, 

'^ With softest tenderness to court repose, 

<< And sweetly lull to peace his latent woes, 

^< From his worn cheeks to wipe the briny tears, 

*' And give sweet solace to his silver hairs; 

<< Perhaps, with dying breath,, may curses craye^ 

*^ To blast the life of her whose life be gave. 

'^ Oh ne'er, Leander, with this, thought imprest, 
*' Ne'er whilst pale dread appals my conscious breast, 
<' Will I approach the hallow'd, sacred shrine, 
" Or, with a. soul of guilt be ever thine. 
" Too pure py love, too tender of thy fame, 
" To join thy spotless to a tainted name. 
" Think'st thou this heart would e'er from grief be free, 
" Whilst it deserv'd reproach and scorn from thee? 
** Whilst goaded cons$:icnce like a harpy pale, 
^* Low in mine ear should tell the direful talc, 
'' Should fill my soul e'en with demoniac pain, 
<< And tinge my future fate with deepest suin. 
" Would not distrust thy conscious bosom fiU, 
" And sickly dread presage each coming ill, 
** When with a wife thy future days must flpw, .» 
"Who fell that keenest pang — to merit woe?" 

" Oh stop " Leander cried, " these thoughts forbear, 
<< \yhich wound my soul, my grief-worn bosom tear! 
F 2 



*< And^ dost theu- diink tlui fteart* ^OHld ever prove 

<< Tnil^wus w thiM, W Itefmntf , -and" tx> l6vr? 

" Oh jret, Alttier^ yet tBy lorer hear, 

« 'For by <adh tie, 1^ hbly fttith f sMrear, 

*« T4it as tlie toch 'gaimt which the tetnpcJtr beat, 

*< And Ihrid lighmin^ poiiH the fbrkjr Bcaf^ 

<* Eirar e'eur at thar ska^ tuy affisctioit Itw, 

<< Nor §at\ Ae th^gn time et ftte mty g^^*^' 

<« Htf«r niiH *** Attteritt laid, ^arer wordf like these» 
^ NtfgkMMd diityj c6t»«i«nce t0 appcattef ' 

<< Fo#^ thiMdd' thy kve rnmioTeabfe' regain, 
«< Firm as A«' dalii up6ir tfitt SbWiy plain, 
<« Yet ilttn itfy Hciir coul* it tiler dkrt txtnciT 
«« Could r, ^h' dcmscidw tnitfi, mysdlf rt»pect? 
'• Wddl^ Mt tli)** v^ditfr, tfiy getiTrrttt aedotu seem 
"^I'd aiiilfc' iMtf- lb#ttr iir i«y dwn e s ieem , 
«« A» oft 1< fW* Aat virttte ro refin'^dP, 
'I Desert »d« a- spotfeis, and^ a Sbdired mind?'^ 
*' Ah aittl wotfid kcefr relteiftbrance ftestrc t»c sigB, 
<« StHI W)tfM' ptle Miftow' fin ttf pettsivtf eye, 
*« E'd* thtfa^ thy Idve, by tender pity Icd^ 
« Should s<^He die heart whith secret aftgtuA fedl 
« Fof, tH6tt^ alfecftdn majt pate grief asluage^ 
" May chanrt deipaif, 0t cahn tyratmit: i^gc, 
<,, Tee o'j» remorse uo jJcasorr cair ft shed> 
*»IfD* ji6y to^ raise the gmli-dejccted head. 
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*< For, where some sparks "of generous fire remain, ' 
<< What in the soul can strike such deep-feft pain, ' 
** As to receive, not cold contempt, or hate, 
*^ Or the proud scorn which waits a fallen state, 
^* But all that sweet affection can impart, 
"All that can renovate, or charm the heaft, 
'' Whilst conscious truth must in the bosom own, . 
"That stem reproach was merited aJonei^'* 

Yet unconvinc'di, Leander deeply sigh'd, ' 
Whilst, with big anguish, ill-suppress'd, he cried * 
<« Wilt thou with iron hand my peace corrode, 
** And rob my soul of hope, it's only good! 
" Wilt thou bid sad despondence, gloomy care, 
" Transfix ray breast, and find their empire . there ? 
" Must lingering torture, like some yengefuk fiend, 
^'Inflict deep pangs which death alone can end? 
" Perhaps my doom to see .the beauteoos prize, 
" Giv'n to cold, senseless, undesiring e^'es; 
*^ To some base wretch who seeks the bridal ho«r, 
" But to enccea^e his wealthy. extend his pow'r; 
" To doom his victim to a li& «f woe, ; 

' " And bid each day in ceaseless sorrow .jQow. 
" Oh e'er I live to see the fatal morn, 
" Myself rejected, and my love a scorn, 
" I'll seek that aid the wretched ever crave, * . 
" And hide my sorrows in the silent grave* 

fa 
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^ S&mm MOf writ mf wcKfx liab sfaiU thnxiif, 
** And t^i tt)i WMicked itte witb thickett cknidL '* 

He said— 4iid sam^> to col^ despair tesigfi'd^ 
To tads dw^L vkioft which comdct the nind* 
Whilst (toot hia boMm nish'd the heavy tigh^ 
And dee^Mt ifag^iiik glttie&^d ia his eye* 
AlaMiia sa w ■ thfc n fbaHttly ftah^ring cricd| 
<« Oh lo^*d Leaader, t^ my soul attiedi 
<< Oh whriiief«ff« llhst do rvufmg ftsamat flow, 
'< Ufllavghil hf ffttaoit, jast contraali to know v 
<< Ah leant* aer weahlx ytttid «r vaift rtgitt, 
<* Though raasoa tritaiphsy l<Mr« caa; ne'er forget* 
<< Firm it remafais, the ehacm, the bltsi of Kfe^ 
«< Ihsdaiatag diaage, a {be to baggatd atrifr, 
^^ Pinr, and anspottc^ at thr aMMtttaia saonr, 
« Pitm at the oak whedi tsowns it's hoaiy hsow^ 
» When Tirtae btda cha saeaed flaaie etidaret 
** And with pertaatal' ardoav ham ae^iae. 
«( i«t tbea each doubt yiick horn thy wmd dspart, 
** And live unaiinU'd ia my ctoaslaaii heart. 
'<.In some proptioar hour my site aiaf bead' 
•< His firm resobet, and ptove hii daa^itti^ fiknd^ 
** He yet may yield to aoft afeciiaa's Toiory 
«< And with a paient'a smile ajqwovo htt chakr. '* 

As some dcspainag saaaNmy itat aa Wgb 
By the mde hlast, whkhr seeflit fa shake lb* sky» 



Wlien darlcst clouds ^fied ffom tkt ct¥C of a'^i^ 
And. abase the vmii beains of £a»(Uj|i Kgfai ; 
Low in the pansct of ^. angcy gaint 
Chill . &81I1,. witk tfafeac'smg seiindy his car asiaib, 
Seems &oar hts soul. each, cherishr'^ hope to icar^ 
And bids his boson yiddt to treabftng feac^ 
As o'cf the fnm tependiiigv <aidb he bends. 
And motirns with bitf vist g«ie^ his nncl^lcAr'd fneftds^ 
A irallid ligb« skew9 on tho heaimg wave^ 
The deep abyss^ nvhich epea to Imriii hia gave. 
He casts to Heav'n a mute, enquiring eye, 
Then folds his arras, and standi prepar'd to die- 
When quick the clouds disperse, the thunder cease. 
The inunn'ring billows gefltfy sink to peace; 
Pale Lun« shed* afiin^ hev placid uy$9. 
And on the glas^ sujr&cf %uivViii^ p^fs* 
The mourner'^ jba|Qii%. which,. saJaU^ pale dxead 
With deepest horror^ and with aiigiiisk fed, 
To these feU pow/ss, coav^lsiye, bean no mowp. 
He sees, (hough distaBt„ ih^ hekmcd shorci 
Where M that focms . the bUss ht Sfsk» oa earth, 
Long try'd a|fi»ti^ and mifinsic worth. 
Shall hail witk aweetest.sMK^s.haa glad rttnm^ 
And Ud hia bfeasi Sm ever cease to moun*. 

£'eB ne l.fa»JLrff, r^'tg hteni dread^ 
Which his luak hevi witlk dec||^ de^oodoice. &^ 
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Seeiii*d now lo lade, as hope's eflblgent beam 
Threw o'er the darken 'd scene her vivid gleam; 
Shew'd sweet perspective blessings yet in store, 
When tyranny, unjust, should wound no more. 
He check'd the sigh which on his lips yet hung. 
The fond complaint which linger'd on his tongue, 
And saw, though disunt, love and peace combine 
The fairest olive round his brow to 'twine; 
When sweet domestic joys should crown his lot, 
And pallid care, for ever, he fcxgpt. 
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But now chill .ev'ning, deck'd in matron hue. 
Quick o'er the .world her sable curtains drew. 
The simple swain, with pipe of oaten reed^ 
Bids labour rest, and trips the daisy 'd mead;. 
Or seeks the shed,, where love, connubial meets 
His glad return, and soft his bosom greets; 
Where wholesome viands grace the simple board, 
And the glad spaniel frisks around his -ford. 
Whilst busy childtcn, whom gay sports engage/ 
Watch'd by fond matrons, or attentive age, 
(Who sit redin'd beneath the honeyed bow'r» 
And pass in social talk the ev'aing hoar) 
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Thro^ the light; ball, or niih.thci maty rounds 

Or fearJfiss- wifcstir, at aihledo beunik 

Jn haj^y ianocuice supremdy hksCy 

No thorn, na nrrov ranWles in the bieast. 

Quick fly the hmn^ night iiMMnts her gloomy car, 
Ani' goUfair Bhcefoms bastes to ^ifoi||kb alar* 
Now'. tmaUing' stars wiik hrigfatMt < chmaa appctr, 
And give nevt, hittre ta the vatited: sphefO* 
Whibt: KU^mefaD chaiiir die^ woodk- among. 
And walastc ao& cdlo witb- her plamtive aeng). 
Not e'mS' a zcfiiyr movoa the fdnnr kavcf. 
Nor thr caka bosom:, of tfam oteaw heaMest 
But laWoBii. confa'd) iqmm cte baeaae o^ aighc^ 
Sees hee <mm aa«om «ith> flewMi^di dei%iici 
S(^ SB «hr aif eadt; vary'd^ aeemt fllma^ 
And staaii% hamoniotta, stveefen^^ e^efr KpoMi 
Skim tfaoftugb' cher any andr M eaeb iiMtmuF eease^ 
Chactt' lite wvapt eaiv amd^ IsNT the^ acml m* peace. 

' C^di bf her Ihcber^ to tbo iml^w baTl, 
The £ur Alttesia soughf the splendid hirfli 
But abf wfaac cbsrmi ea» festive joys iQ>paT^, 
When pining ^«f cofrodl»' tHe signing bearrF 
Could c^tr dwir pow'* teacb wot o» p*m tapfcase. 
Or bid the wounded boM>i». twte o|t ease? 
IIow all the famv whidl movea to seeming joy, 
Some griefs conceal'd, some llrtent paqg* destpoy; 
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In vain forc*d smiles, — ^fond pleasures quickly ^de. 

And anguish sighs beneath the ga)r brocade. 

E'en mirth,' with all her, pow'rs, then fails to chear^ 

And ev'ry smile is foUow'd by a tear; 

When sad regret alone tKe bosom 'fills, 

And thought) aSirighted, starts from dreaded ills; 

Though prudence hides from ev'ry ptyiag eye, 

Tfie useless tear» the unavailing sigh. 

So looks some beauteous shrub, whose vemant charms 

Delight the view, the passing breeze embalms, 

Whilst yet the canker gnaws it's heart away. 

And dooms it's sweets to unperceiv'd decay. 

Long ere the motley train to rest withdrew^ 
Blithe morning shed around her saffron hue; 
Chas'd each dark shadow to night's gloomy cave, 
And threw soft lustre on the refluent wave* 
But ah I Almeria,'who no charms could find 
To lull the anguish which oppressed her mind, 
In scenes , where pageantry, and splendid pride, 
And tinseird folly, and mock joy preside:- 
From these she flew, to seek in sweet repose, 
A short oblivion of ccfffossive woes; 
Of those chill (iears which on her bosom hang, 
Mark'd ev'ry thought, to each idea clung; 
Taught her in solitude, unchecked, to mourn, 
And in society to sigh £Ktora. 
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As ^ the doWny pillow she reclines, 

And to repose her timid mind consigns, 

To Somnus thus, with fervent zeal she pray'd, 

^' Oh placid God! in opiate charms array 'd: 

*' At whose soft voice consuming sorrows fly, 

*^ Who seals with silken touch, the tear-wash'd eye* 

<< Who with one charm the proud, the lowly hind, 

*' The ermin'd monarch, and the simple hind. 

^' Ah! o'er my couch thy wreath of poppies shed, 

'^ Swift let them twine around my aching head. 

*^ Bid ev'ry wand' ring thought, each wish he still, 

<' And peace, sweet smiling peace, my hosom fill. 

^' What! though thou lov'st to dwell with sweet content^, 

'^ To charm the heart affliction ne'er has rent, 

^* Quick to attend at labour's ev'ning call, 

" And fly, for these, the mirth-resounding hall, 

*^ Yet oh I refuse not here thy soothing pow'r, 

*^ Thy gentle smiles to charm the midnight hour; 

*^ Such smiles as oft the infant brow adorn, 

<* Mild, calm, refreshing as the beams of morn ! 

*^ How oft o'er cradled beauty have I hung, 

<' When clos'd the eye, gnd mute the lisping tmigue, 

<< And pond'ring, silent^ on thy magic charms, 

« Envy'd the cherub slumb'ring in thy arms. 

<< Pleas'd in the changes of the lovely £ice, 

«' Each young idea, early thought to trac»^ 
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^' Life's little jajn iitili ^ymg found die *ftitart, 
<< See spotless tnnooence itfs :blitt iaipaft. 
<« Whilst iPtuad che ^pillow an^ls se«in?d to ^vait, 
f^Pleistd with the psrtnac of cbeir bltsslRsl state! 
Whilst thus the lov6ty vsmA her pray V tMfest, 
The traiii|«iil 'God at toads -her ^oft request; 
Spreads fhis -light pimoiis raund her lovely hrofr, 
And gives to virtae, what^s deny'd to woe. 

B«t alir! black tnalke, vengeM -fiend, aecurst! 
Of Halt's feti kimates noit ahhorr'd, the worst! 
Whoae nsikling heart,, to ev^ry vice ally'd, 
Hid hy a ^rh in deepest poison dy^d. 
Whose. liightest 'toueh kaparts'if's hoand starn, 
And leaves .die -itottl to each cofreaive pain. 
Quick in .Acasto's tear his 'venon pourVI, 
Told fcim te daughter, (hy ^ youdi ador'd. 
Whom neither "wealth gdoniM, oor titled aaafte. 
Poor, >aaid '««kMWn «iiiidit the lists ^ Ime) 
To Hymetl-s ^Itar ^iokly -would repair. 
And firaai her ihivfast oach*d«feoii8>iaq>«iae ^ear, 
Burst the etpoqg eoids'i^yeh *«acare had entwtft^d, 
Avfdtfo iBgfa«iti«Ae,-deeett leaigii'd, 
Scorn tihe 4mA parent, v^ioae tndulgettt «ye 
Hung o^«r her youth, and could no ^fhuh desoy. 
Who cv'sy ^ant, sad «v'ry %(ridi sapply'd, 
Gave evVy joy to weihh w>pow'r ^ly^d. 
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Th' impatient sire, witfaT'rage, wiih fury burns, 
And ev'ry fiend a»aiU his brestst by tumS| 
Big, flaming passion on his visage sate, 
Quick in his hand he grasp'd the bolts of fate. 
Whilst black revenge her guilty aid imparts, 
And through his soul with rage infernal darts. 
One moment fix'd th' unhappy lover's iloom, 
The wretch, consigns him to an early tomb. 
A murd'rons bapd, 'mtdit night's concealing shade. 
To hurl dtead vengeance on Leander*) head,' 
Quick he commissions.— ^Fate her falchion rears, 
And sable death, widi hasty strides, appears. 
But Heav'n, in mercy great, supernal, wise! 
Who views die guilty with avenging eyes. 
Who oft the mnrd'rer's shaft, retum'd, ordains 
To strike him lifeless on th' eventful plains; 
Now aiia'd Leander with resistless pow'r. 
Bade retribution all her vengeance show*r, 
And sternly 'd justice guide the flaming rod, 
The fiery bolts of an offended God. 

Slow in the pauses of the dying gale. 
Which, sighing, skimm'd the bosom of the vale. 
Each dark assassin's direful groans arise, 
E'en to the portal of o'er*arcliing skies ; 
But no admittance there such groans could find, 
Scorn'd they return^ and die upon the wind; 
G 
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Nol Vy 4tone4ie0t n!^'^ fcon pswi tbef Anviy 
Not from nf^tance 9fmngy b«t Utt>ett ycoe: 

Hence even ■wrrc^ ak«U di^ ctcnul fate, 
E'en wW:|sl^ ilt^ nvsngm ^^ piiW^ inichdnging lai»;. 
E'en whiU^. 9h4B s^a ijh^ ifurdk^rei's bnaatk enpiiv^ 
And tlif ' j^t ftfAfJ^ eiQimt of vital fin ; 
Beholds q«ch gkM^ «lo«t, uii«uitiing, go, 
With haggdid' vvs0^ la iJir vsalmi bedow. 

A& t)^. iiQ^d h»Rl> vkc» cniei foe^ pursue, 
fix one 1^ eifeet 'scapea thsir tbatkfal viievi, 

es AR H»n|it lieood'a iimpMimia^ dbecp. lectss. 
And feel meet yyy attaceed: fen foiiriiuaem; 
'Till (tho|]^% ofipflsasivc! dn^dfjttfc to his niiad!) 
The fond qtmf^futnut^ h« Mii kt% ie«ign.'d, 
Rush'd to» U» ti'ewv and turn hbjof to: cart, 
His bloo^ff ^c^ea. aor nieagie^ «rah. despair. 
He turns inip<ilnNQets»^t iBvr daaesi tOi go^ ' * 
Nor brave again/ thr. diQigeft af tUcr foo» 
Sank is HlA hojiAH^ig soati^ fiUs Us cjoety 
And ev'ry breeze SttfiA^ hk fcpaadiji^ tagftsw^ 

E'en «o Leali^PtVM^Aoiigb fooa: 4u$K peacrVd, 
Yet biafres^ ^ngwr^ ^M 1^ MA luinciwi'db 
Torn from thQ-aJ^Qfrt^^i^ Wc^t moM^daa^ 
Poor Were the; jjajiik ^iilii<^. laie aSarAa)< he«i 
Too Wall^ h^ hae^ ^ siQl)i»r afi hia iwea,. 
Too wel) hn kMtar Awn mhoih thp aditf vaao. 
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Whilst yet fa^ yoaA it's op'ning honours gtve^ 

Unseen to irarl hfta to the siktot gmve* 

Big apprehension sat mpon k» breast. 

And ev'ry. woe, in Ibrm gigantic drcst. 

Deep from his iioul escap'd the In>II6w sigh, 

And 'chill despair tfanfot'd his viewless eye ; 

SeemM e'en to Btop \i£t*% teao^aliiig heatj 

Aad bid the ^ck pulsatioa cease to beat; 

Whilst anguish flew thro«igh each deserted vein. 

And to the soal diffos'd acutest ]patn. 

And toast «o nore AiiMria grtet his tight? 

Hit first, bt»t fevt, his tttasi^re, his tielight? 

Ne'er mSMt her soochlng Vioite bid ttooble tttatf 

Xhat wice, the geotU hafbifigey t>f peace! 

Must time no diore^ in soctnl convene flow. 

But ev'ry day be ittark'ii by addtd wttef 

Whilst she hb W*d mni «U Im sorf4w» %b»rey . 

And by panaluog^ doable ev'ry tare* 

For, could he know that the Imt tasted hiitsi • ' 

Unmurm'ring he to gntf had bow'd lubmist,*^ 

Could he bat know no tcef esiap'd her tye. 

No pangs awak'd the agooiilng ugh, ^ 

But sweet, in ceaseless si^iks each day* sl|oUU |p^s, 

And ev'ry day in bliM the list surpass* 

But ah I Almerta now was doom'd. to bear 
Pale-ey'd cegist, and dce^ consdipg care; 
G 3 
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And from her sire all that rf^rcnge imparts, 
Or raging anger's fiercd^-venom'd dares ; 
Whilst sad Leander must no more retnrn, 
But long in bitt'rest exile vainly mourn ; 
Must seek son^ ccU and pice his life away, 
Or carLy droop in premature decay. 
Vain c*en his worth, hi^ promis'd virtues, vajn ! 
Like the young, oak which grac'd the verdant plain. 
Ere vengeful lightnings arm' d tlic forky dart. 
And stopp'd the vivid stream which warm'd the heart; 
Too soon he falls, bis little day is o'er, • 
He blooms, he die$, delig}its, and cfaarms no more. 

Soon as the twinkling atar$ began to fedc, 
And Sol's bright rays dispers'd each Hng'rtsg shade; 
Full of. revenge, of black, of dij^ful hate, 
Of rage unsated, by Leahder's fate, 
(Foi; ia the forett hid,r— Acasto vicw'd 
Each guilty mvHrf^'rer in. his bicxxl iiabni'd ; 
Whibt «aCe, unhurt he saw the victim fly, 
And .ev'ry ttifror of ihe grave defy) 
The tyrant 4iie his tianbltng child addrest. 
And shook the father from his iron bieast. 

Of ev'ry vice, degrading to the soul, 
Meanly indulged, indulged without controul. 
Loud he accus'd her,-— then with fiendfui joy, 
Happy each hope, each solace to destroy. 
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He bids her knovr Leander^ earTy doom. 

Coldly emhrin'd within the silent tomb; 

Where each presumptuous, . daring thought ^apprest. 

No longer wanton'd in his toward breast; 

No more aspir'd a guilty child to move; 

Or tempt a daughter frbm her father'^ love. 

With pallid horror, and with wild affright, ** * 
Whilst her speech faiPd, and -dim her-Joyless" sight; 
Almeria heard,—- her heart coovufsive- heat,* 
Quidt from her cheek fled life's effulgent heat;. 
Her pow'rles^ soul seem'd sunk hi chads'- dreSir^ 
Oppressed by horror, agony, and fear! ^• 

Yet, from her bosom 'scap'd no heavy sJgh^ 
No hallow'd tear .suffused' her viewtes^ eye; 
Nor to her woes gare soft though sad relief, — 
Fix'd she remained a monument of grief, — 
Perception lost— one pow'r sdcMie remained, 
Whose iron sceptre, deadly venom 'statn'd, 
Pale memory — ^she upon her gloomy throne^ 
Sat the grim empress of her soul alone. 

Wheii thus Acasto from her heart had toru 
£ach hope, each solace^^-bade her vainly mourn; ' 
In widow'd anguish pass her life away. 
And added sorrows usher ev'ry day, 
Quick he commands her to prepare, and go 
<^ To drearjr wfstes of ioUnide and woe» 
O3 
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*' Wlme iier oBdateoas bean siMmld learn c<Mitroui, 
^* And keen fepentance sting her haughty soul. " 

Th* unjust reproach Alneria heard with scorn» 
With the finn dignity of virtue bom. 
On her pak cheek submission miUiy sate. 
Ami inet^ unmnrm'riBg, the decrees of fate. 
T h w| ^ bow'd by sorrow, thoogh deprest by care, 
Thon|^ Ae dark fiend nnjoyoos, mute despair 
t > wn* d oVff licf bioWy the victim heart to bind, 
Tec still chc boiw'd lo God, her soul resigned; 
kvoVd hk pacioQs pow'r her mind to ann. 
Her fatth to stien^hea, and her sorrows calm. 

Tom Ifom each object which she long had lov'd. 
From Ae sweet groves where, when a child, she rov'd, 
Prom nameless forms still to her bosom dear, 
Which claim'd the parting, tributary tear, 
Sadly her eye to ev'ry object clung. 
Whilst bitt'rest grief her gentle bosom wrung* 
She saw in distance the lov'd spot decrease, 
Wheie^rst her bosom hail'd the cherub peace, 
Where tranquil pleasures ever met her view,. 
And ^oft, on downy wings, each moment flew. 
The village spire now tow'rbg o'er the trees, . 
And it's bright fime which mov'd with ev'ry breeze^ 
The smiling vale, the geotly-murrn'ring rill. 
The tufted wood, the $beep«bes{rinkled hill. 
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All seeifti'd to claim one sad, one parting losk, 
j Ere she their precincts, long-belov'd, forsook. 

I * But ah! from these, too swiftly borne away, 

^ Associate joys no more impart their ray! 

'' Far where. green Ocean from his northern cave, 

I Rears, oft terrific, the presagii^ wave, 

Where threatening rocks disten4 their awful brow, 
White as the Alpine summits crovm'd with snov; 
Erewhile the terror of each hostile band. 
When loud contention tore the bleeding land. 
An antient castle, now decay 'd by time. 
Rears it'a bold front, in ruins e'en sublime.— •> 
It's massy turrets, in large fragments fall'n, . 
Lay, rudely scattered, on tbe grass-grown lawm 
Here the tall thistle, of it's empire proud. 
High branching weeds which ev'ry zephyr bow'd, 
Usurp'd the place wheve onoe the garden grew^ 
When blushing flow'rets charm'd the es^r view, 
Where once the rose it's musky odours shed. 
And the tall lilly rear'd i&'s silken head^< 
Here, where gay beauty trod tb' enamell'd way. 
And stately giandeur often. k>v'd to stray. 
Where festive mirth reign'd in the steel-clad hall^. 
And antient splendor graced the midnight ball. 
The pois'nous snake bask'd, fearless, in the san^ 
And desolation ev'ry spot o'enun, , 
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. The blooming beauty in cold death was laid. 
And grandeur's self, a winding sheet array 'd; 
Sunk was the voice of mirth — ^'twas heard no ttofe ! 
Afrighted pleasure (led the bolted doori 
As ev'ry social comfort pass'd away, 
And lord and mansion hasten'd to decay. 

To this abode Almeria swift' was borne, *■ 
From ev'ry early tie nnkindly torn. 
Silence and solitude, to sorrow dear. 
Were all that charm'd the moorner's bosom hertr * 
How oft when sable ev'ning, clad in dtw. 
Threw o'er the slumb'ring world her wutkf hue^ 
Would sad Almeria musings sit and weep, 
And mix her tears with the low mttrm'ripg deep^ 
When the pale moon her silver radiance gave. 
And with soft lustre sktmm'd the silent wave. 
For ah! no pow'r could from her bosom tear 
Leaader's imagCi fondly cherished there I 
Source of regret, an4 once of tend' rest bliss, 
Rever'd in other worlds, belov'd in this! 
What poignant sorrows for his late arise, 
Swell in her breast, and dim her joyless eyes< 
Day foUow'd di^ in big, though siknt grie( 
Whilst nought aroond her could afford relief* 
So deep affliction strikes her barbed dart, ^ 
Whibt vivid youth gay aoaMks m the heart; 
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When blooming life is in it's early spring, 

And smiling hope soars on her lightest wing; 

When expectation on her airy seat. 

To purest pleasures bids the bosom beat. 

Not so maturer years-^nur'd to woe, 

To the black stream which still with life's must flow, 

Submission claims, what hope alone possessed, 

And calms the storm which * ravag'd in the breast* 

She calls religion from her native sphere. 

And bids the soul become immortal here. 

But ah Acasto (base, ungcn'rous thought, 
Of av'rice sprung, by meanest passions taught) 
Bids e'en unceasing woes' Aloleria priove^ 
And mourn with keener pangs her widow'd love* 
Bids life's gay mora the darkest clouds o'ershade^ 
And e'en in early bloom begin to fade: 
For to Lorenzo's arms the beauteous maid, 
(Whom ev'ry virtue, ev'ry charm array 'd) 
He dooms relentless — scorns her ardent pray'rs. 
Mocks her deep sighs, and ridicules her tears ; 
Tells her e'en thrice the orient sun shaU dawn, 
With golden honours deck the flow'ry lawn, 
She, at the altar, as a bride, shall bow. 
And to Lorenzo give the sacred vow; 
To him, whose countless wealth (his only store) 
Gave all Acasto wish'd, he sought no more. 



Lorens^^^jyow'd ky age's ehilty bkst. 
For nxtf winters o'«r Kts ketvl bad pads'^,- 
Nor had they given wkat boavy age endearti 
Virtue matiir'd, Ak boast of aily«f hairs! 
A mind which pure rdigioa only guides^ 
A SQui vnahakeoy whscb IB God €0<ifide»; 
Which, wnm'd from life, and all it's tmfVf joys^ 
It's gaudy visions, and il^s glttt'riftg tt)y%, 
Leans on .that hope which promis'd msrcy g«>e, 
And looks for peace and icat beyond ^ grave. • 

Not ui Lorenzo**i4ige w bin had ^en 
No tran^ioi views pi biisa «n)by'd in Jieav^n^ 
Fell vice bis liKs bad mark'd, aftd^ M^ no ray 
To dkear die •v'niag of t doudy day<i~ 
G/ia coBscience sat Witiiin his goaded breast, 
Destroy'd eaxli hope, a»d robbed his sool of restk • 
Yet to tSis wretch Acasto doomed his child, 
Nor heeded avght ^ere golden Flutu^ smil'd* 
Wealth in. his ni&d gav« ail that charmed on earthi 
He in the balance disregarded worth* 
Nought firom his scorn had titled vice to fear, 
Nor lowly worth aught which to htm was dear. 
He laugh'd, at virtue as an idle name, 
Which rarely led to pow'r, to pomp, or fame. 

Quick sunk Almeria's henh oppress'd by fear,' ' 
When the dread mandate* sounded in her ear* 



For A\ «ome soUcc would k yet htvc been, 
To pine IB society ^Ibi to. ttoui masttfrn: 
To pour,^ iiiihe$ird» tbe pftRgs of sad regrety 
To weep tbe lovcf ahe could ne'er forget; 
To sigh to passiag winds without a fear, 
And hear his naoie responded^ with a tear. 
What! thQugb no marhle o'er hh cocse was rait'c^ 
No sculptured urn his early virtues praisM^ 
Yet in her hreasd each hailqw'd rite was. pau^ 
There mem'ry wept o'^tji .lu« rediaiiig shade* 
There ev'ry keoour tfae pale shaine adorn 'd. 
And Iqfe and viftu^ o'er his. imhea mouroi'dv 

No loti^r »my health iXhuni^d her beowy 
No more tk^se smiks wUeb froin co nte ntm e nt flow^ 
No nvMR th*at fise. which sparkled in her eye, 
Which witk tbr dMil0nd.'s li4»tre once migbt vie;: 
But ling'rioi^ tonrow^ •n her h/Mfm fed, 
And hope, and^ pe^qe, and en'Yy- jpy was fled^ 

<* Ah " she wohUi tay» ^< cfmaAd my Leander tee 
*' That thus I'na ferc'd to bend th' wwiUibg kntt 
<< With bina my toid abhoia; would, be noe &)» 
«« T' avert the dreadCa)^ hafc^ dettivy P 
<< To snsiieh the victim fipm a tyrant's p0w'r». 
" And s^ve Almerijk uk the liteiUl houE* " 

Yet.-^would.bei^ fa(bet iinreti^Rg bear 
To see luA child) ^lupf Q^jcacti o£ his cate). 
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Torn from his arms, e*en from the altar torn, 
By him he loath'd, his horror, and his scorn? 
Would nqt revenge and fury fire his breast, 
And kindling passion, ne'er by him repress 
Impel his bosom to some deed of hate, 
Perhaps, i* anticipate the woric of fate? 
Or, even worse, might not Leander's ragey 
Urge him in guilty contest to engage? 
Might he not arm against her hoary sire. 
And sway'd by vengeance, and terrific ire, 
Hurl dread destruction on Acasto's head, 
And leave him numbered with the silent dead. 
Whilst she, for whom the youth had plung'd in guilt, 
Who, in her cause, her father's blood had spiic, 
Should see that youth by justice snatch 'd away. 
His forfeit life, (the price of blood to pay) 
Quick in her soul must ev'ry hope expire^ 
Left sad to weep her lover and her sire-^ 
To know that guilt had stain'd her spotless name, 
And black opprobium oiark'd her future fame. 
Ah! when of this she thought, a transient ray 
Warm'd her chill soul that death had snatch'd away, 
Him, who alone had liv'd to grief and hate, 
Or seen disgrace tinge deep the boh of fate } 
Who must have left the maid he lov'd forlorn. 
Or liv'd to anguish, to reproach, and scorn* 
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Ah where from sorrow could Alraeria fly ? 
What hand would wipe the tears which dimm'd her eye ? 
What soothing voice would consolation pour. 
Whose aid support her in the dreadful hour? 
Who bid the torrent, which o'erwhelming roU'd 
With force terrific, fateful, uncontroul'd, 
Stop it's career? who stem it's angry tide, 
Lull it's rude waves, and bid it's pow'r subside? 
He, he alone, omnipotent, and just, 
The friend of worth, and worth's unshaken tru^t. 
Who o'er the couch of woe bids angels bend. 
And suff'ring virtue e'en on earth befriend: 
With ray divine, the grief-worn soul illume, 
And chase the mists which spread a mental gloom. 
To him Almeria rais'd her ardent pray'r. 
Besought his aid to solace, and to chear; 
To lift her soul from earth to bliss on high, 
■ And think of woes endur'd, without a sigh. 

" Oh thou^" she cried, «« who dwell'st in yonder 
sphere, 
" Where ne'er is fell a pang, ne'er flows a tear ! 
" Ah view thy servant humbled in the dust,. 
"Afflicted, scorn 'd, thy love her only trust. 
" Yet if her suff'rings are thy wise decree, 
" Wisdom directs — ^she bows resign'd to thee, 

n 
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<< Nor s^eks ie prarce thejeflks beyond lier sigfo, 

*^ By «hec, whatc'er ordain'^ is -ever rtglit! " 

<« Yet ab! on huma« weakness look benigSy 

<< Bid holy faiih wieh ca4i«it lustre shtae^^ 

<< Aftd guard the aoul from eack cepining tbougfat, 

« By frailty Burtvr'4, ©c by by folly taught. 

«« Bid meek submi&Mpn o'er the will prets^de, 

<< And banish every doubt of erri^ pride. 

<< What! though to me the mandate dread appears^ 

*« Which gives to anguish M my future years, 

" Yet as thy boundless eye cU* effect can see 

" Of all. that is, o£ all ordain'd to be, 

" No more I doubt, — each rourm'ring thought reprcst^ 

« Submission only occupies my breast. 

« To thee resign'd, — ^with bumble soul I bend, 

" My hope, my guide, my parent, judge, and friend! " 



CANTO 3. 

Now golden Phcebus seeks his western bed, 
And quickly sinks behind the mouiluin's heafd. 
With parting lustre decks the smiling plain, 
And tinti with brighter hue the waving grain. 
The whispering zephyr gently dies away, 
And not a songster tunes his duket by. 
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Soft atiJlness reignS'--tlie grass in dewy vest, 
Cradles the fleecy world in tranquil rest. 
Each beauteous flow'r imbibes th« cooling shade, 
And lifts, refreshed, it's lately drooping head. 

To the lone turret, slow, Almeris goes. 
To pour on cv'ning's ear her latent woes, 
Bui the sweet scene with magic beauty charms, 
Lulls poignant griefs and e'en rcniefibniBce cairns. 
Repose soe«i'd cradled on th^ level de^p, 
And softly loll'd each refiuent wave tq sleep; . 
Save whcvt the finny tribe, (whom ev'ntng calls 
From <;rystal paUcts, and shell-crownHi Inlh) 
Gay ,sportc4' round, in evtr restlets maxe, 
And .caught pale Luna's iirst, imperfect niys# 
Or, where the ship, whose broad, expaaaive sail^ 
No more could catch the sighing summer gale^ 
Skimip'd wiik the tide along the boauteous pbiii} 
And broke the glassy surface of the miEiin^ 
Whjkt the lone sailor ssu»g bi9 plaintiye sqng. 
By softest echoes gently bonne ak>ag4 
Told the sad ule of all his. breast i^ndur'dy 
When from his arm*, by gUtt'ring wealth allur'd«» 
The faithless maiden fled, and scorn'd his Ipve, 
And doom'd him sad, despairing, still to rove, 
To brave the dangerr of the stormy seas. 
Nor find in changing climes, the truant, easej 
H 2 
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From north to south, from either poles' extremes. 
Sweet hope and joy to him were airy dreams,. 
Were passing visions, which a moment bright, 
Charmed, with delusive rays, th* enrapturd sight; 
Then quickly vanished in the troubled air, 
And left the soul to each returning care* 

Pensive, Almeria stood, and listened long, 
'Till distance swept away the mourner's song* 
Unconscious, then she gaz'd on all around, 
Nor scarce perceiv'd she'd lost the plaintive sound* 
When sudden on the air such strains ascend. 
As listening angels from their choirs attend, 
When softest music swells the golden lyre^ 
And rapt attention feels seraphic fire* 

But ah the strains alone celestial were, 
The words were mortal for they breath'd of care* 
Silent, enraptured, struck with quick surprize. 
Whilst her pale cheek was ting'd ^ith deepest dyes, 
Almeria heard — with hope, with trembling, fear, 
And wonder stopp'd the sorrow-breathing tear. 
Not long she stood, ere she a youth descry 'd, 
Who tun'd his lute beside the silver tide ; 
Long auburn ringlets o'er his shoulders hung, 
And a loose plaid around his waist was flung; 
High nodding plumes his Scottish bonnet grac'd, 
And scarlet sandals round his legs were lac'd. 
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He seem'cl some gallant youth froip Scotia's shprr, 
Well 9ki\Vd in strains of legendary Iprc ; 
Slow he advanced to wl^ere Almeria stood, 
Close by the boundary pf the twinkling flood-** 
Though grace and beauty sat upon his brow, 
Yet o'er their charms hung deep terrific ^ woe. 
She gaz'd— she saw — then terror, wild affright^ 
Joy, transport, big, upcheck'd delight, 
Seiz'd on her beart,«^when, each disguise explored, 
She view'd the lover whom she still ador'd- 
Again €h^ look'd, fearful that aught misled 
Her eager eye— that aught delusive, fed 
Her joyous soul — " 'tis he, *iis he, " she cried, 
** My bosom's lord, it's refuge, joy, and pride." 
With hope ei)tranc'd, to bliss alone resign'd^ 
Extatic pleasure fiU'd her raptur'd mind. 
When soon the youth, who startijcig, gazing round? 
To see from whence arose the well-known sQund, 
Perceiv'd the maid — quick dropt the dulcet lute. 
Excess or. transjfoct kept his bosom mute ; 
Whilst tiparkling pleasure fill'd his eager eye, 
When from the tow'r he saw Almeria fly. 
And h^&ten to him on the sea-wash'd shore,- 
Where sad despondence fiU'd his breast no more. 
<< Welcome, " she cry*d, " Leander, welcome here, 
'* Thou jpnore t^an ever to my bosom d«arl 
H 3 
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*' What bliss to see thee once again return, 
" E'en whilst I sorrow'd o'er thy fancy'd urn. 
"I ask thee not how thou hast *scap*d the grave^ 
" Just Heav'n alone thy valued life could save. 
" With joy I hail thee to lay heart restor'd, 
*' And trust thy loss shall he no more depfor*d. ■" 

"Ah! my Almeria, ** quick the youth reply'd, 
" Now shew ^hy love, and in ray faith confide. 
•*Oh! couidst thou all the pangs, the conflicts sec, 
** My soul endur'd, when distant far from thee, 
" No more in absence woulsdt thou bid me mourn, 
" From ev'ry joy, from ev'ry solace torn, 
" Oh yet consent the sacred bands to twine, 
" And join thy future destiny with mine ! 
" From love, from purest love, this wish proceeds, 
** Think of thy father — 3iow my bosom bleeds, 
•' When I reflect that he may yet impart* 
" The bitt'rest anguish to each constant heart. 
" And shouldst thou to his will obedience pay, 
" And banish me far from thy sight away, 
** Dost thou suppose that would his bliss cncrease, 
*^ Or teach his wayward soul to taste of peace? 
** Still would he wish for greater wealth or pow'r, 
"Still discontent would goad his lonely. hour; 
" Still would he pine if one more rich appea^^'d, 
*' One more was honoured, more admir'd, or fear'd. 
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*' And dost thou think that duty cVr designed 

" Thy faith, thy love, thy peace sliuuld be resign'd, 

*^ Because a tyrant bids thee fear his wlilp'^ 

/**Ah! know that tyrant is my father still," 

Almeria said, — " yet think not e'er Td feign, 

<< Or start objections but to give thee pain ; 

<< Oh DO Leander— I would have thee trace 

" My heart's emotions in my glowing face; 

** Would have thee in ray words, my bosom see, 

'< Each thought, each wish, each hope unve^l'd to thee, 

'< For, what so high a censure on the mind, 

^' What shews a heart so much to guilt incliti'd, 

<< As to have thoughts which need the fiend disguise, 

*' To hide them from the world's all-prying eyes ? 

^^ Scorn'd be deceit — the basest fiend of Hell! 

<c No — what I dare to think, I dare to teU» 

** Know then by cruelty, by ranc'rous hate- 

<< Impeird to fly — to shun a harder fate, 

" Thy proffer* d[ offer I no more reject, 

*' Thy faith I honour, and thy worth respect* 

'^ Yet still I mourn that no parental voice 

*'.WtH give it*s sanction t6 a daughter's choice.; 

«' No father for his child will fondly pray, 

«* That Heav'n may smile, and bless the bridal day; 

'' That futare years may ever changeless prove 

" The trancjuil joys which wait oa wedded love.. '* 
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*' Oh why " Lcander cryM, " should this distrets 
*' Thy tender heart? why should^these thoughts oppress? 
<' It is not ours to merit hate, or scorn; 
^< 'Tis his own deed which kaves thy sire forlorn. 
*' When wanton pow'r will bid it's victim bleed, 
^* The man we pity, but dete&t the deed ; 
'^ With dread instinctive shun his baneful sightf 
<' And find security alone in flight* 
** Then trust my faith^-*for ne'er this heart can prove 
*^ Cold, or ungrateful to the maid I love, 
<^ Each day shall give thee all thy hopes desire, 
<< A friend, protector, husband, brother, sire! 
*^ Each day shall shew, when iove and truth combine, 
^* And jnst esteem leads to the sacred shrine, 
^' That life in tranquil Uiss will sweetly flow, 
^' Nor woe, untimely, mark the youthful brow. 
<< Oh then, when night's impervious shades are spread^ 
'< And sleep has pillow'd ev'ry weary head^ 
<' Consent with me in yonder bark to fly, 
" Where pious hands the sacjvd knot shall tie ; 
^< Then, then to England bid a long adieu, 
^< And as it's shores shall lessen on our view» 
*^ Rejoice that pow'r no longer cjin divide, 
<« Nor tear the husband from his cherish'd bride. 
<< Far wiiere Italia spreads her pienteous store, 
<< And softest zcfdiyrs fan the ferdle shore. 
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" The bark shall guide us — there in peace -we'll Hvc, 
" And taste the pleasures worth will ever give. 
*< Rich in ourselves^— we'll seek no useless wealth, 
** Nor ask of Heav'n but innocence and health. " 

'' Sweet " said Almeria, '^ is the scene portray 'd^ 
*' In fancy's brightest tints by thee array 'd, 
** But ah ! how much we both must yet endure, 
*^ Ere placid joys to us caa be secure. 
<* My father's love must once again return, 
*< Or still in secret will my bosom mourn. 
<< But now, Leander, I entreat thee go, . 
<' Nor brave the danger, should Acasto know 
*< That here with dauntless steps thou dar'd appear, 
** And fearless to his castle gates drew near. 
*^ What might his anger not on thee essay ? 
'* for me, again I should be dragg'd away, 
'^ Perhaps, for kfe, immur'd in some retreat, 
*' Where long to ceaseless woe my heart would beat. 
" Then fly — ^nor big impending dangers brave, 
** For in thy own, Almeria's peace thou save. 
'* Punctual this night I hither will repair, 
« Thy future lot, what e'er it be to share; 
<^ And oh ! may gracious Heav'n the deed approve, 
** And smile propitious on our mutual love. '* 

" Oh gen'rous maid, " th' extatic youth reply 'd^ 
'* Not, not in vain, dost thou in m^ confide} 
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^' Each (houghi, eaeh aciioQ, ev'ry word shall shew 
'< That Of 'er one other wish mf soul can know, 
«< But to promote thy happiness and peace, 
'< And by deserving, hid our bliss encnease. 
*^ And ah ! may years of pleasure yet in store, 
" When pow'r'» tyrannic influence •haU. be o'er, 
*^ Reward thy Ibye, thy cooftancy to me, 
^* And prove that fiac'd, unchangoahlf decree, 
** That worthy long-try 'dy sbali vieweaeh torrow pan, 
*^ And hail cfrntimtmeni to it's kseasl at Usu 
*< But now ' I §Q-— to yonder bark I fly» 
<« 'TiU fth^dow^ i^eil the U»iey unclouded. tky» 
M Adiea my loiTe, my o«ly jfl^ of Hfe^ 
** My UHJ^W Bnt tfiiasu^, my afStnc'd wife!- 
«« Here will. I. n^et< tl|ee on the sea-v^ash'd shore, 
** And. meet, I tmu, thi» night to pact no moi;^. -* 
He said-r-then ling'xing, slew, htf course he bends 
Aloeg the borders of the golden Sfind4i 
Whi^ the fond maid his less'nipg form pursueii, • 
Fearful one look, one valued look to lose. 
And e'eo when dutsmce swept each trace away^ 
And fancy only shed her soothing ray, 
Alone her gentle aid, her influence gave, 
E'en then — borne swiftly on the refluent wave, 
She saw him to the stately bark draw near. 
Saw still his parting look, and dropt a tearr-^ 
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And heav'd a sigli-^nd prayM that Heaven vfould guar*!,. 
The much-iovM youth— ^bis feith, his woith ' reward. 
Thea to the castle s:lowiy she retir'd, 
To that retirement now so much desir'd ; 
For still her fSsither^s frown sweet joy represt, 
Still hung, portentloos, o'er her harrass'd breast. 
Yet ah could duty urge the fell decree, 
Or bid her bow to Heav'n the prostrate knee, 
And vow obedience where her soul abhorr*d, 
And look'^d witih terror on it's destin'd lord? 
What ! though so late* she shrunk with fear and dread, 
When by inju^ce urg'd, ifFection led, 
Leander begg'd her ftom her sire to fly, 
From his harsh cage, his terror-darting eye. 
In that true-love, she long had prov'd, confide, 
And to the world anknown, become a bride? 
Though still her heart, ingenuous, glow'd with shame, 
That fell cbncealkaem e'er should taint her name; 
¥"61, to escape the wan she ne'er had lov'd, 
To fly to him whom virtue's self approv'd, 
To bow with pleasure at :the Hytneneal shrine, 
And see soft love the sil4(en cords entwrne, 
Where, with Lorenzo, she must tread with fear, 
And feel each sacred word her bosom tear, 
Must hear each peal in solemn accents flow. 
Sadly pcesaging all her future woe; 
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Each pang, each suff'ring, cv*ty grief declare, 
A youth of anguish, and an age of care. 
Each ill seem'd light, this dreaded lot to shun, 
Where thorns, and noxious weeds the path o*erruj|* 
To 'scape this fate each danger she could hrave, 
E't:n trust her safety to the vent'rous wave. 
E'en brave the vengeance of her ruthless sire, 
His black displeasure, and his fateful ire. 
For ah! she hop*d persuasion yet might move. 
And tempt him once again his child to love ; 
Thar child, who ne'er from duty would have stray *d, 
"Who to his will had strict obedience paid, 
Had not hard cruelty her soul oppress'd, 
Aud pierc'd with iron hand her wounded breast. 
But now intent to watch the varying sky, 
No more sufFusM with sweet cerulean dye. 
Through the low casement's ivy'd arch she sees 
Encreasing murmer's shake the thick-leav'd trees* 
With hollow sound they seem'd the winds' to call 
From Euras' deep-mouth'd cave, his crystal ball. 
The winds obey— -no more the billows sleep. 
But frighten.'d stillness flies the troubled deep ; 
From north and $outh the loud conimotions rage| 
And the big horrors of a storm presage^ 
Almeria saw with heart appall'd by dread, 
Each hope, so lately rais'd, now quickly fled. 
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Encreas^ng terrors aini'd their pois'noas dart, 
And fiU'd with wild affright her hoding beart« 
For ah! the welUknown bark she soon descry 'd, 
Whose stately form the tempest had defy'd, 
Now by each dashing wave impetuous harl'd) 
High, a« the cpnfiner of the starry world; 
Then instant sink with big, portentious sweep. 
Low in the caverns of the hoary deep« 
Full soon the low' ring clouds their stores unbent. 
And deep- in earth's chill breast their iniuenee sent. 
The beating rain in rapid torrents fell. 
And e'en the raging surge appear'd to sweil. * 
The deep^mouth'd thunder broke with dreadful roar, 
Pale vivid lightnings blaz'd upon the floor; 
.The angry wind^ upManr'd' each foaming wave. 
And death, triumphant, shew'd a wiit'ry grave. 
Frantic— with hdrror struck, and pale affright. 
Her hands stiff cla^p'd, and fix'd her viewless sight, 
Aimeria stood — ^her heart convulsive bieat, 
Though scarce supported by life's vital heat. 
Thick, visual darkness ev^ry form enshrin'd. 
And to oblivion seem'd the world consigned.— « 
Save — when the lightning flashed witlrtjuiv'ring glare, 
Darting, imj^uous, through the tepid air. 
And shew'd the horrors of the dreadHiI night, 
Horron, confirm'd hj raornifig's long-wish'd light. 
I 
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Soon in the air loud screams of anguish rise, 
Then — lost amidst the tempest's hollow sighs. 
They seem some vision flutt'ring in the air, 
The empty phantom of delusive fear. 
But ah! again they sound— Almeria starts — 
Frantic look'd up — impetuous then she darts^- 
Then stops and listens — then again she flies, 
Implores assistance with unceasing cries. 
Calls on her father the lov'd youth to save, 
Whom death yet gapes for on the foaming wave. 
•* Forgive^ forgive," she cry'd, "and aid impan! " 
She said — and horror froze her beating heart. 
By anguish struck, by grief unceasing worn, 
Her mind by long conflicting passions torn, 
Senseless she fell — a prey to tyrant woe — 
Each hope destroy 'd by one eventful blow. 
Her beauteous hair, unconscious, now she.tears^ 
Each sparkling eye with frantic wildness glaresj 
Oft on Leander— oft on Heav'n she cry'd. 
Then, for a moment silent, only sigh'd. 
Then on her God she call'd for quick relief. 
And shew'd each agony of frantic grief. 
At length enfeebled — ^silent she remains. 
Unconscious smiles, nor longer e'en complains. 
But wreaths a garland for Leandcr's head. 
And smiling sings, and courts his fancy 'd shade. 
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Two months^ two lingering months thus pass'd away, 
Ere wand'ring reason reassum'd her sway, — 
£re mem'ry claimM again her native sphere^ 
Impelled the sigh, and caus'd the hitt'rest tear* 
For ah! beneath the fury of the wave, 
The hapless lover found a wat'ry grave. 
No hallow'd earth his last remains receiv'd, 
No pious kindred o'er x his ashes griev'd ; 
No faithful friend hung o*er the sable bier, 
Nor paid the sorrowing tribute of a tear. 
But low in caves, unseen of mortal eyes, 
Though mourn'd, untionour'd, sad Leander lies. 
Almeria's soul, by sorrow wean'd from earth, 
Prepared for better worlds by spotless worth. 
No longer yielded to oppressive woe, 
But bade the tear of auguish cease to flow. 
With meek submission kiss'd th' afflictive rod, 
I- And with new ardour rais'd each hope to God. 

Sweet resignation chas'd the fiend despair, 
' And drew it's poignant sting from haggard care. 

Each virtue seem'd with added strength to rise, 
I To claim the vigour of it's native skies, 

, Sweet o'er Almeria's soul to shed it's ray, 

■ And give that blisS| no grief can take away. 

; A few short months alone had o'er her flown, 

I Ere Heav'n's calm pleasure's were become her owi^ 
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Withf heart prepar'd, she ykldod back her breatH, 
And met) witl» smiles, the welcome call of death. 

Full oft her fate do weeping gazer's mourn. 
And as they hang o'er the sepulchral urn, 
Some rustic orator her' worth declares, 
How oft he saw her, e*cn in infant year^i- 
Wipe the sad tear from sorrow-streaming eyes, 
And with sweet solace hush the mournfer's sighs. 
O'er the lone coach of feeble sickness bend, 
And prove to helpless orphans — parent, friend! 
Then would he tell*, that- when to earth consign'd. 
When jbin'd with kindred saints, her angel mind, 

I The weeping villagers hung o'er her bier, 

Moaning^ lamenting virtue fled their sphere. 
A seraph gone — whom ey'ty worth endear 'd, 
\ Whom even youth admir'd, and age rever'd. 

«She,'* he exclaimed, whilst tears would quickly start, 
(The honest iribuic of a feelkig heart) 
« She led to peace by virtue's even road, 
« An^ told the mental bliss which waits the good. 
<< She guided others in the steps she trod, 
<« And shew'd,on earth, th^- worth which dwell* witli 
God.- 
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